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	1. Owen Blackbourne- Music Room Play Time

**Okay, Academy brats! Here's the first chapter to _'Sang Learns To Be Shared'. _ The first version was taking down due to mature content. Though I don't know why, seeing as I had warned everyone about it BEFORE every chapter. Unless someone reported it... Then, if that is what happened, I sincerely want to tell you to screw yourself because I put a lot of work into writing it! So what if I didn't writing The Academy series, I put my heart into writing this fanfiction.**

***Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.)***

**Anyway, time for the Disclaimer.**

**A/N: I do not own The Academy Series, nor the characters. If I did, I would make then a little more... touchy-feely, a little more BOW-CHICA-WOW-WOW. *Blushes bright red and hides*  
><strong>

**WARNINGS: This story** **has nonagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex. RATED-M. IF YOU CAN NOT DIG, DON'T READ.  
><strong>

**INJOY~! SINDER-CHAR~!**

* * *

><p>"Place your fingers here, Miss Sorenson." Mr. Blackbourne's breath touched the crest of my head as he spoke. His palm crested my elbow and smoothed up to my shoulder, angling my arm just right. The violin in my hand shook like a leaf in the breeze, just like the rest of my body.<p>

My heart was beating so hard, I was sure he would hear it over the Vivaldi piece playing across the room. "L-Like this?" I questioned, trying to focus on the lesson. That was the least I could do at the moment.

With the bomb threat's Mr. McCoy had terrorized the school with over, and Volto in hiding, the Academy boy's had decided to go back to the original plan; blend in and wait it out. Thus, I was stuck in my 4th period Violin lesson with Mr. Blackbourne. It wouldn't have been so bad, hanging out with the sculpted-in-marble man, if it wasn't for the fact I had so many other things on my mind. He was a God, not as tall as Silas but he was all broad shoulders and flexing arms, and it was becoming very hard to concentrate with him touching me.

It was harmless- just to show me how to place my arms and how to get the right sound, but I still had that fluttery, quake in my core that I had felt countless other times with the boys. When Nathan kissed me, when Silas caressed the spot right below my bellybutton, at North's bite, Gabriel washing my hair...

My leg's shook, buckling under my weight.

Mr. Blackbourne caught me around the waist, I clutched the Violin's neck tighter so I didn't drop it. "Miss Sorenson?" Blackbourne's tone wasn't as cool as it normally was as he lower me to my knees. "Are you alright?"

I mumbled incoherently as I set the instrument down. "Yes," I breathed, pressing a hand that wasn't holding me up to my stomach. "Just-Just lost my footing."

His gray silken eyes met my own, a hand pressed to one cheek, the other checking my forehead for a fever. "You don't seem sick. Are you sure it was just a misplaced foot?"

I couldn't help but mumble again. He was just so handsome. His frowning lips tugged, but not into that millimeter smile I'd always loved to see on him. None-the-less, Blackbourne was still perfect in his charcoal gray suit, loafers, and maroon silk tie. Even the day's worth of stubble on his arching jaw was perfection. I lifted my hand, thumb rubbing at the crest of his cheek like the boys did to me, feeling the soft skin. I'd started to look the feel of their course hair on my finger tips, it contrasted with his pail skin. I lifted slightly to wipe away a stray eyelash just under his soft gray eyes. He closed the one I was closest too, but didn't move away.

"Miss Sorenson?" He questioned.

I'd heard him perfectly fine, but still, I didn't look anywhere other then the line my thumb was making across his cheek. I leaned in, my fingers pressing his cheek to turn slightly, and I pressed my lips against his cheek, close to his ear. "Owen," I don't know what evil force pushed me into doing something so stupid; I'd never even touched Mr. Blackbourne like I had in that moment.

I pulled back, taking my hand away from his face. He was still looking the direction I had angled his face, but both his eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted. I looked down at my hands that held me up as I kneel on the carpet of Music Room B, too afraid to look at him any longer. I could feel the heavy weight of his gaze on me, then.

"Miss Sorenson," It was more of a statement then a question this time.

I shook my head, my face burning hot. "I'm sorry, Mr. Blackbourne! I didn't mean- well, I did mean to, but-"

"Miss Sang." Blackbourne's voice seemed to boom across the room. I jumped just from the sound of it.

He was angry with me. I hated to think that he would give me the cold gaze he did Mr. McCoy or Principal Hendricks just because of a kiss on the cheek. I had done it so many times with Luke and Kota, and the others I hadn't even thought. And now he was going to yell, tell me leave, or make Nathan kick me out of his house. He'd tell Kota what I had done and they'd all hate me for doing something so stupid.

I pulled back, the feeling of his hand touching my cheek was like fire. "I'm sorry!" I cried again. Desperately hanging onto the tears that threatened to spill down my cheeks.

Mr. Blackbourne shifted, I could hear it since my eyes were squeezed tightly shut, and once again his fingers found my face. This time, he cupped my cheek and didn't let me back out of his grasp. I was frozen in place, fear of the consequences of what I had done glued my tongue to the roof of my mouth.

"Miss Sang," He murmured, his hot breath ghosting across the shell of my ear. "Please look at me."

I shook my head viciously. If I seen the look on his face, I'd cry.

That's when I felt it, just the slight warmth of his face on my collarbone. "Mr. Taylor bites' you to calm you down, yes? Would it work if I did the same?"

My breath caught in my throat. Just the thought of North's teeth on my neck had me a pile of goo on the ground. My eyes had popped open, and I found Mr. Blackbourne's smug millimeter smile right in front of my face. "You-You tricked me?"

"I would have liked to call it more of a bluff then a trick, Miss. Sang." He pressed up his glasses by the bridge. "But you wouldn't have met my eyes any other way, right?"

I pursed my lips. He was right. "I'm sorry, Mr. Blackbourne, I didn't do it to make you angry, I-I just..."

"I understand, Miss. Sorenson." Mr. Blackbourne got to his feet. "You did what you would do if you were around any of the other boys. They've been teaching you some very bad habit's, I see."

I watched him from my knees. "You, um, didn't like it, then?" The question slipped from my lips before I could think.

"Oh no," Blackbourne said. "I was waiting for the day you'd take the hint and make a move. I just wasn't expecting it so... sudden."

"You were waiting?"

My eyes locked with his out sideways, that smug millimeter smile was back. "For weeks, Miss. Sorenson."

Remaining quiet, I pressed my lip to my teeth with a finger. Weeks, he says. It seemed impossible! Who in their right mind would have wanted someone so broken as I? Someone who's mother died before getting to know them. Someone locked in a closet by her stepmother. Someone who's father left her for another family. Someone-

Blackbourne took me under the arms, pulling me to my feet as if I were a rag doll. "Do not look like that, Miss. Sorenson. Don't look so lost."

"But I-"

He shook his head, a hand coming to graze my cheek again. "Would you like me to show you how wanted you are?"

Not understanding, I nodded my head. It seemed to be the only thing I could do, my voice wouldn't work.

Mr. Blackbourne leaned down, both hands tilting my head up. Lips met my own, and after so long of kissing North, Luke, and Gabriel, my lips parted and moved in sync with Blackbourne's out of habit. Those wiggly-sparks settled into my stomach like usual, and I leaned into his hands.

The only intelligible thing I could think of was; Mr. Blackbourne _WAS KISSING ME_.

His lips slid from mine only a moment later- feeling like an eon and shorter then a second all at once. "Sang," He whispered, kissing lines from my chin to my brow. The quake in my belly became sparks.

"Owen," I couldn't help it, I'd never called him that before, but at the moment I couldn't think of calling him anything else. "What, um, what are you," He shushed me, hands shifting down my shoulders, past my arms, and with a squeeze to my hands, he took my by the hips and shifted me backwards. All while his mouth claimed mine once again.

His head tilted, deepening, tongue finding my lips to glide over them. I opened my mouth, ready to hand over everything, but he didn't enter. His muscles caressed my lips, dipping into the corner of my mouth, then shifted to make a small trail of hot kisses to my neck, licking and sucking. My lower back hit the piano, his arms trapping me against it.

"Do you believe your wanted here, with us, Sang?" He whispered. I couldn't answer, even if I wanted to I was in joying his wicked movements across the shell of my ear too much to care about anything logical. "If you don't tell me in the next ten seconds, I'll show you how much you are. Understand, Sang?"

I think I mumbled something under the purring in my throat. He nipped once at my voice box, before kissing a trail to my ear. When one of his hands found it's way under my blouse on my hip, I just about missed his words. "Let me show you how much I want you, Sang."

I let out a hot breath against his neck. "Owen," Best I could do in the situation I was in.

His chest rumbled against mine, his lips twitching against my cheek. The man was enjoying my helplessness! Blackbourne's hands continued their exploration against my stomach, back and hips. His mouth found mine once again, this time, his tongue intertwined with mine without much effort on my part.

My hands, which had been on Owen's shoulders, slipped up his neck and tangled into his hair. I tugged a few strands of the silky tresses, urging him to do more, kiss me harder. Mr. Blackbourne didn't let me down. His hands slipped down under my butt, lifting me en tell I was sitting fully on the black wood of the piano. On my perch, I was just as tall as Owen was.

His hands met my skin again, tugging my shirt higher, en tell I felt his fingers on the underside of my bra. "Mr. Blackbourne-"

"Owen, Sang," He growled, taking his lips away from mine. "We've already come this far, don't shy away from me now."

He tugged my shirt up and over my head, throwing up somewhere across the room. "Ah!" I cried out, trying to cover up what little covered my breasts. Damn Gabriel and his insistence for more Victoria Secret shopping spree's.

Owen Blackbourne lifted his gaze away from my pail belly, his gray eyes melting mettle. "Do you want to continue, Sang? If you say no right now, I'll step away."

The thought of his stepping away where other then closer had my heart breaking. With minds of their own, my arms rounded his shoulders and pulled him into my body. His breath shuttered out against my shoulder, and breathlessly, he chuckled, rapping his own around my waist. "I-I-I don't want you to... to stop, Owen. Please, please, don't go."

"Good girl, Sang," Owen smoothed over my thighs, spreading my legs so he could slip in between them. They when trailed up to my bra. Like ice, I shivered, digging my face into his shoulder. "Now lift your arms above your head, Sang, and close your eyes. If you open them, I'll have to punish you, okay?"

"Punish?" I asked, but did as he said anyway, by raising my hands over my head and closing my eyes tight. I shook as I felt his hands slip behind me, fiddling with my lacy pink bra en tell it fell loose, but with my arms clasped in fists over my head, it didn't fall to the floor. I had the urge to cover myself again, but I was too scared to do it- thinking of the punishment he spoke about.

"Punishment, my dear girl," Owen breathed in my ear, tugging my bra straps up my arms. "Is anything I feel I need to do to get you to stay in line. It could just be a stern reminder to keep your eyes shut and hands above your head,"

I breathed a light sigh. "That doesn't seem so bad."

"Or it could be your ass being paddled." He said sternly.

I stiffened, not noticing what his hands were doing with the lace material en tell it was pulled tight against my wrists. Had-Had Owen Blackbourne really just tied my hands with my own bra?

Apparently he had, since I couldn't tug them away from one another. I started to lower my hands, thinking maybe if I pulled them length-wise, they'd come undone. I hadn't even thought about it en tell Mr. Blackbourne's voice harshly entered my ear. "Keep. Them. Up."

Like a slingshot, my hands went straight up again. What made it worse, was the fact I could honestly feel Owen's heated gaze on my breast's as the movement bounced them. A hot puff of air found my over-sensitive mound a moment-eon later, followed by the sinfully hot mouth that I was just dyeing to have everywhere.

I arched my back as the tingly feeling in my stomach went from sparks to a fire. I let out a noise I hadn't thought I could make, and it made my cheeks tint- if it was even possible to make them any more red- when I felt the older man smirk against my skin.

He nipped, sucked, rolled, and pinched both of my breasts one at a time, each movement so much more then I had ever felt before. I arched into his touch, moaning encouragement to do something, anything to curve the ache that pitted itself into my stomach.

"Owen!" I cried, my fingers lacing into his hair after one painfully-pleasure-filled bite.

Blackbourne pulled away, hand yanking my arms into the air once again as something slapped my thigh enough to sting. I squeaked, but not in pain. A tingle went from the spot he had slapped straight to the place in between my legs. If his hips weren't in the way, I would have tried rubbing my legs together to search for some release. "What did I say, Sang? Keep them up, or I'll do something much worse."

I whimpered, nodded my head. My eyes still hadn't opened, and I wondered what he would do if I had. "I..." I swallowed hard. "Owen, I feel weird..."

"How do you feel weird, Miss. Sorenson?" He used his teacher voice, but I guessed by the slight height in the tone he was just playing with me. His fingers didn't stop twisting at my nipple, the other palming roughly. "Explain."

"I feel hot," I said. I knew what it meant to be turned on, I had read a few romance books before, but the heat I felt was different then what the woman in them had described. "Something in my stomach tingles, too."

I breath was released against my neck. "Sang," He said lowly. "I'm going to pull your hands down, and I'm going to show you something, but you are not to open your eyes. Do you understand?"

I whimpered again, thoughts streaming threw my head, that fire burned hot. "Yes, Mr. Blackbourne." I heard something gangling, the sound of fabric on fabric, then a muffled thump somewhere far off in the room. Foot steps echoed away, then the sound of a hinged snapping, and Owen was in front of me once again.

He took my bound hands in one of his larger ones, engulfing my own, and brought it down past my knees. My figures slid past something hot and hard. Then my palm became wet as it met the same thing. I rapped my hand around it out of curiosity, only to draw back when I heard a quick in hail of breath from my teacher, he let it out with a deep-throated groan. "I'm-I'm sorry!" I called. "Did I squeeze to hard?"

"No," Mr. Blackbourne said after a minute. "No, you were fine. Five month's is a very long time to have no contact with a woman, is all."

I swallowed. "Five months?"

"Yes Sang," Blackbourne tugged my hands once again, but didn't force me to touch him again. I took the invitation and reached to rap my fingers around his length. I slowly inched my fingers up and down, like I had heard to do. "This is what happens to a man when they feel what your feeling now."

"What... What's it feel like?" I asked, biting my lip. I didn't stop my movements with my hand, but talking helped me build up courage.

Blackbourne didn't speak for a long while. But he kissed me once on the cheek, then spoke lowly in my ear again. "Like a heart flutter. Like my blood warms and everything outside feels cold. Like I need that person that made me feel to hot right at that moment." I had meant what sex felt like, but every word he breathed into my ear sounded like pure seduction, sending that fire into a bomb-fire. "I feel that for you. I need you Sang, not just now, but always. We all need you."

"I..." I swallowed, finding myself in harsh need to water. For my throat and to douse myself in. "I want you too, Mr. Blackbourne. I want to stay with all of you. Luke, Kota, North, Nathan, Dr. Green, Gabriel, Silas, and you."

I hadn't noticed I stopped moving my hand en tell Owen's length twitched in my grasp. "Do you understand what that means at this moment, Sang?" He asked. In all the time I had known Mr. Blackbourne, I had never heard him sound so... defeated.

"I... Yes," I made myself sit as tall as I could with my hands still on his penis. "I understand what it means. And-And I want you to do it!" I did want him. I wanted all of him, I wanted his lips, his body, his love.

Blackbourne's lips crashed against mine as he lifted my hands back over my head. His hands trailed down my sides, kicking up heat along their path. His lips left mine to take up a nipple in his mouth.

Hands met my shorts, and I jerked backwards as Owen tugged at them. He undid the button, and tugged them down my legs once I was fully on my back. My pantie's had gone with them. "Owen," I murmured, wanting desperately to move my hands to cover everything- anything, he would let me.

As if reading my mind, Owen growled. "Keep them up. I don't want you hiding your beauty from me."

My heart leaped in my chest. Owen had called me beautiful, and he sounded like he truly meant it. "Owen," Tears welled behind my eyelids.

Blackbourne leaned himself over my prone form, I could feel is chest- covered only by a thin shirt- and his naked hips on my open thighs. "Understand, Sang, that I do love you. The boy's, they love you too. Each of us has feelings for you, and I want you to know just because you do this with me, doesn't mean I'm keeping you from doing it with them. We're opened about everything, you- though are not an object- can be shared between us, equally."

I didn't say anything, but I nodded my head. Truly understanding what he was getting at. Maybe it wasn't normal, but I loved them. And I knew the boy's loved me. They'd share my love as I knew that they would share their own feelings of brotherhood even though I would be the one thing that was torn between all nine of them.

"Good, Sang," He whispered, kissing my eyelids. I suspected he was trying to get me to stop crying like a baby, and I let him pepper my face with the sweet kissed that told me what had come from his lips many times before. We kissed once more, softly, sweetly, on the lips before he backed away. "I'm going to make you feel really nice, just relax, okay?"

I hummed as he grabbed hold of my thighs and spread them apart even more then before, dragging me forwards so my butt just barely started slipping off the piano. His fingers skittered across the skin right below my belly button as he kissed the inside of my leg, teasing the underside of my knee on one side.

"Your beautiful," He breathed against my mound. "Your beautiful, Sang."

Something wet and warm touched my folds, sliding from one end to the next. I jumped, but with Owens hands on my legs, I didn't move very far. "Owen, what-" He swiped his tongue back down, sliding between my slick heat once, before pulling back. I moaned, reaching down to grip Owen's hair and tug him back to the place I really needed him.

"Miss Sorenson," He said in a scolding tone. His hand found where his tongue had once been, and his finger entered me. I couldn't help myself, I screamed as loud as I could with my scarred throat, and started moaning again when he started to pump. It wasn't hard, but it was quenching the need I had for him at that moment.

Then it struck me. The reason he wanted it so slow, was because he knew it wouldn't help me find release. This was punishment.

"Please, Mr. Blackbourne," I tried to sound meek threw the noise I was making. "Please, do..." I trailed off. I didn't actually know what I was begging for, I just knew I needed him to do something about the ache in my core that twisted every time he moved.

"'Please' what, Miss. Sorenson." Blackbourne said. "Tell me what you want."

I shook my head, feeling his gaze on my face. "I-I don't know, Owen!"

Another finger entered me. Stretching, pumping into me with vigor, without giving me anything more then slight shivers. Owen's breath hit my wet heat, goosebumps streaked my arms at the feeling. He stuck out his tongue, taking long swipes from his still-moving fingers to my nub that sparked the fire hotter inside me. I moaned, head rolling to stifle the sound in my bicep. "Tell me, Miss. Sorenson. What do you want me to do to you?"

I'd heard Gabriel say it so many times before, I hadn't really thought before screaming it out loud. "Fuck me!" And instantly regretted it when Owen completely pulled away from me. "I'm sorry," My voice was weak, afraid once again he would be angry with my actions. "I didn't mean to-"

"You did Sang," I opened my eyes to see Mr. Blackbourne lean over me. His eyes locked with mine, not quite the steel gray they usually were, but more of a heated steel melting just for me. His hand came up, slapping down on my thigh once, before his hand trailed up to my breast. "Close your eyes."

I snapped them shut again, nails digging into my palms at the loss of such a sexy sight of Owen on top of me. I felt him move between my legs again, but this time, it wasn't his fingers that entered me. I hadn't thought that Mr. Blackbourne was that large, but my inability to see had made myself a poor judge. I cried out my discomfort, but was soon swallowed by Owen as he kissed me. Long and soft.

He showed me just how much pain my pain was causing him. How sorry he was for causing it. When I kissed him back, I hoped it showed how much I didn't blame him for it. The pain I was feeling was much worse then kneeling on rice, but it was something I would go threw a thousand times, as long as I got to share this feeling of fullness with each of them in turn.

"Owen," I whispered once his tongue stopped making sparks fill my belly. The teacher took the hint, he slowly pulled out, sheathing himself again and again en tell the fire in my core re-started and I no longer felt discomfort. I gasped and moaned, gripping the lace of my bra, trying my very hardest to get the material to snap or slip off. "Owen... Hands..."

Once again, he knew exactly what I was thinking, and with a twist of my bra, it was gone. I breathed a sign that turned into a loud groan at the end and threw my arms around his neck. I kissed him. I kissed his neck, cheek, shoulder, ear, anything and everything my lips met.

His hands gripped my hips, tilting my sex upward. His next thrust met something deep inside of me that had my eyes open and my stomach twisting in the best way I had ever felt. "Again!" I screamed noiselessly.

Owen leaned forward, one hand supporting himself over me, trying repeatedly to hit that spot that had my toe's curling. His face was scrunched up in a way I would have thought cute in any other situation, but now it looked like the sexiest thing I had ever seen. His melted gray eyes met my own green. "Sang," He groaned, thrusting into my slick heat with a new, leisurely pace as he shifted one of my legs over his shoulder.

"Owen," I moaned back, pressing myself against his erection. His eyes never left mine as another eon-minute past. Blackbourne's thrusts turned heavy once again, and I knew from the look on his face he was close. Just as close as I was with whatever was in side me started to twist and curl and over heat my insides. "Please, Owen, harder!"

Blackbourne did as I asked, plunging into that spot deep inside me that made the coil in my stomach pull tight in uncoordinated, sporadic thrusts. "I'm coming," Owen grit his teeth.

A dozen more times, and Owen plunged in deep, setting off a ball of liquid fire inside me, releasing his load. I was strung tight as a cord, arching towards Owen as he stiffened above me. It was his strained, handsome face that had sent me over the edge. While the haze went away, we lie together, spent and breathing hard, clinging to one another.

"Sang," Owen breathed. "Your beautiful."

I couldn't help the giggle that escaped me. "Holy Crow..."

Owen chuckled, slipping his arms around my back and shifted me to sit up. "How ever much I am tempted to lay with you all day, the bell is about to ring."

"Can't we just lock the door and take a nap?" I groaned, hanging onto his shoulders. "That sounds like a very good idea right now,"

Mr. Blackbourne shifted to grab his pants from the piano bench where he had throw them earlier, and slipped them on without actually straying from my embrace. "I'm tempted, Sang. But let me make you a promise," He shifted back to look into my eyes as he slipped my blouse over my shoulders. My bra was ripped and unusable, laying behind me. "I'll take you home tonight, and make sweet love to you, on a proper bed this time." Blackbourne reached behind me and gave me a millimeter smile as he tucked my lacy pink bra into the pocket of his slacks.

My heart warmed at the words. I leaned forward to press a soft kiss to the same place I had before. Owen cupped my face and kissed my lips. Closed mouthed and sweet. "Promise?"

I slipped off the piano and found my shorts on the other side of the room and slipped them on. "Yes, Miss. Sorenson, I promise." Mr. Blackbourne's millimeter smile returned as he gave me one last chased kiss.

The door clicked behind us and fumbled open. Victors head popped in. "Princess, you ready?"

"Yes, Victor." I hurried over to violin I hadn't had time to put back into its hard case, and picked up my bag. I bowed my head slightly to Mr. Blackbourne. "Mr. Blackbourne."

"Miss. Sorenson. I'll see you after school."

I followed Victor down the hall, smiling like I hadn't in years. Halfway to class, Victor turned and squeezed my hand. "Sang, your face is red, are you alright?"

I tripped over my own feet, planting a hand on his arm to steady myself. "Yes," I squeaked. "Mr. Blackbourne was just telling me how much I mean to you all."

Victor smiled warmly down at me, throwing an arm around my shoulders. "I hope he made a point."

"Oh, that he did."

* * *

><p><strong>*Announcer Voice* AAAAAAAAAND NOW, THE COMMENTS! PLACE THEM BELOW AND TELL ME HOW MUCH IT SUCKED! Or rocked, whichever! \(^A^)**

**Thank you for reading! And... I never actually know what to say here, it always makes me feel like I'm a flight attendant asking everyone if they had a good fight, dressed in a blue pencil skirt, blouse, and an ascot... So let me rephrase,**

***Fight Attendant Voice and Cheesy Flower-Girl Smile* How was your experience reading the story? Please leave your comments below and we'll get to you as soon as we can.**

**Haha! Anyway, thanks for reading and I hope you liked it. Please comment and give me your thoughts.**

**SINDER-CHAR OUT!**


	2. Gabriel Coleman- Unwanted Shopping Trip

**Second chapter of _'Sang Learns To Be Shared'_ 'The Unwanted Shopping Trip. I got this idea chatting with my best friend Kiba-Sempai while I was in the hospital with a broken leg while HEAVILY drugged. Lets just say you don't think getting hit by a car can be that fun, untell your doped up on high grade painkillers in a Japanese hospital. WOH, it was some good stuff. **

**Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.) **

**Anyway Disclaimer: I do not own The Academy series or the characters.**

**WARNING:** **Nonagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex. If you cannot deal, do not read, it's as simple as that.  
><strong>

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter Two<strong>

_**-Gabriel Coleman-**_

_**'The Unwanted Shopping Trip'**_

* * *

><p>I had come home Saturday morning with no bra. I had slept in an old button down of Mr. Blackbourne's, so my clothes weren't wrinkled, but as soon as Gabriel saw me, he knew. He'd always know when something was off with my clothes.<p>

After ten minutes of suspiciously glaring me down, he pulled out his phone and called up Victor. "We need to take Sang shopping again." I'd insisted the hour it took for Mr. Morgan to get to my Hunny's house that I didn't need to, and when he wouldn't listen, I tried to convince Victor it was unnecessary the whole way to the mall.

Of course he didn't listen either.

But I was glad Gabriel had taken it as my bra snapped or something mundane, and not Mr. Blackbourne throwing me down on the piano.

I was still slightly angry with Gabriel when we got to the second store of the trip, two bags were already hanging off Victor's arm and adding onto my guilt. When we entered the store, Victor made a bee-line for a bench near the dressing room where I would be forced to try on mountains of clothes once again- it was actually a pretty smart idea, I thought.

Gabriel began the usual filling my arms with just about every kind of clothing one could image and in every color, and then some. Soon enough, I had tried on half the store, and another two bags swung from Victor's hands. The next store was one that I had seen on clothes labels the boy's wore. I felt intimidated by their perfectly formed manikins and snobby employees with upturned noses'.

"Come on, Sang," Gabriel smiled. I didn't know if his excitedness came from the fact he was taking me shopping again, or if he was amused to see me in such a state of nerves. "I want to get you into some of the dresses here. If your going to go to anymore of Vic's concerts, your going to need a formal dress."

I wanted to cry at that moment. "Gabriel, I don't-"

"Yes you do." He said firmly. "You need a dress, you need a pair of heels, you need a bunch of things, and we're going to get them. Weather or not you like it, I'm going to dress you up today, and your going to love everything I put you in and your not going to complain." I wondered how North got him to stop dressing him up like a doll at times like these. I wouldn't dream of yelling at him, or even chopping him on the head, but it made me feel better thinking about doing just that as he piled clothes into my arms.

The lady at the front desk eyed Gabriel and I as we came around to the dressing room, but when she caught sight of Victor, she began schmoozing- as Gabe called it. I entered one of the rooms and began trying on the normal clothes first. I tried to purposely avoid looking at the price tags threw it all, and had succeeded en tell I got to the complex dresses I hadn't notice Gabriel put into my pile.

I leaned my head out the black curtain, finding Gabriel starring intently at me before I could even utter a word. "Need help?" He asked, smile in place.

"N-No," I said, looking at the floor. "I just... I can't ask Victor to buy me something like this. It's so expensive."

Gabriel rolled his eyes, his smile was still in place, but he looked slightly annoyed with me. "Will you just shut up and put on the fucking dress? We still have Victoria's Secrets to go to."

I groaned. Realizing it would have just been better to close my lips and twirl when he spun his little finger like a good little doll. Pursing my lips I pulled a tight, silk, pink number over my waist. It had black lace up the back, and a slim waist. It went up to my neck with the lace, and I didn't feel exposed even with my arms and legs bare. The only thing was, I couldn't reach the zipper.

"Gabriel," I called out, waiting for his hum to show me he was still there. "Does that offer for help still stand? I can't get the zipper,"

He didn't wait for me to say anything else, and slipped threw the curtain and secured it behind him. "What's the problem?" Gabriel turned around and stopped dead. I eyed him threw the wall mounted mirror as his own traveled down my exposed neck, back, and stopped on the start of my pink panties. "Oh, shit-damn-motherfucker," He breathed. He turned his eyes up to my face, smiled as if to cover up his slur, and came over to help me.

Gabe's finger's clasp the seam of my dress and started pulling up the zipper. I could feel his fingers following the trail the zipper made up my back en tell his palm warmed the back of my neck. Even though his eyes were locked on the lace on my shoulders, he asked; "Does it feel comfortable?"

"Yes," I said, trying not to stutter. "It feels perfect." I turned to one side, then the other, trying to check my hips for unusual bulges or something else Gabriel had scolded me about in the past. "Very fitting?"

We locked eyes in the refection. His breath puffed against my ear. "Yeah, Trouble, it's fucking perfect."

I swallowed thickly. Even though Owen had taken me that morning, hard and fast over the kitchen counter, that heat began pooling into my belly again. Was this what he was talking about when he said he wasn't stopping me from doing things with them just because we'd had sex? Maybe, I had no idea at that point. His palm on the back of my neck, warming, was too much to think around.

"Gabriel," I whispered, closing my eyes. I'd meant to say something about the dress to take my attention away from his touch, but his name seemed to be the only intelligible thing to make it out of my mouth. For the second time in two days.

I heard him chuckle. He stepped back, and I watched him pick up a long purple dress. He handed it to me and crossed his arms over his chest. Gabriel made no move to leave. However embarrassing it was, I didn't think I wanted him to.

He helped with my zipper en tell I could do it myself, and started to peel the material off my curves- however small they were. I didn't move my eyes from his, and his from mine. The only time his drifted away from my face was when I bent to pick the dress up from the ground. His eyes took in my bare skin, from my breasts to my feet, lingering on my butt.

I wasn't at all embarrassed by the fact he could see my body. Owen had made me feel beautiful over and over the night before, and he'd whispered the sweet words into my neck of how much he loved my breasts, my stomach, my legs. He put away any doubts I had about my image while making sweet love to me. It made me understand that Gabriel, like all the others, loved every part of me.

But something deep inside of me also needed him to tell me himself just how much he cared, because no matter how much I tried, couldn't tell them out loud how much I loved them back without an initiative.

I stepped into the purple number, slowly lifting it up my sides. I tugged my arms threw the inch wide straps, drawing up my hair in a silent way of asking the boy behind me to, once again, zip me up. This time, it wasn't just his finger's that followed the zipper line, a warm palm met my hip, squeezing- as if asking permission for something he wasn't asking out loud.

I would have willingly said yes, willingly let him have whatever he wanted in that moment. Then his lips met my collarbone, slow and close mouthed. I met a pair of electric blue eyes, and tilted my head away to tell him I was okay with it. He ripped his eyes away from mine, pressing to my back hard enough, I had to brace myself on the full length mirror in front of us. Gabriel used his teeth to nip, his tongue to sooth the places, and kisses to tell me just how much he wanted that something up to my ear. "Sang, Trouble," He murmured.

I hummed, loving his hands palming my hips too much to pay attention. While Owen's touch electrified me, Gabriel's tingled like the electricity had started to sizzle and left me waiting for the fire to start burning hot.

"Trouble, shit, tell me to stop." He murmured. They were all still using that rule; don't do anything Sang hadn't done to you before.

I grit my teeth. Why would I ever tell any of them to stop? I loved them too much to make them stop loving my body like that. "No," I said, breathless but strong. "I'm not telling you to stop."

Gabriel paused his roaming lips- I almost whined out loud at the loss. "Sang?" He questioned.

I turned to him, rapping my arms around his neck. I hoped the love that was blooming in my heart that did so every time I touched one of them, showed threw my eyes. "I wont tell you to stop," I whispered. "I wont ask you to stop touching what I've already willing given you."

I could feel Gabriel stop breathing under my arms. His eyes closed, he leaned his forehead against mine. "Fuck, shit, damn, motherfucker," I had to stop from giggling. Over the past six or so months, I knew he only used that kind of cursing when something was very wrong, or he was happier then he thought he should be. His lips connected with my forehead, then my eyebrow, and after that I lost track of how many times he kissed my face, but I knew he was trying to relay the same thing I was. He loved me.

I pulled my head away to lean into his hug, kissing his nose. "I wont tell you to stop Gabriel." I said, kissing his cheek. "Because I love your painting," I kissed his jaw. "I love how you make me try on ridicules amounts of clothes, just because you want me to look like myself." I kissed his temple. "I love how you cuss when you want to express yourself." I kissed an eyelid. "I love your voice, how you sing, how you laugh." I kissed the other lid. "I love how much you love me." I kissed his lips, just a loving caress like all the others. "Don't ever doubt how much I love you, Gabriel. No matter how much I love the others, you'll always have a place in my heart. And I'll never, ever, tell you no."

Gabriel sought out my eyes with his own. After everything with Lilly and her boys, after thinking he was angry with me, I couldn't doubt how much I loved him now. I would always love them. No exceptions, no doubts. They were my family.

"Sang," He whispered. I reached up to cup his cheek, smiling as I brushed a stray tear away from his face. "I love you."

"I know," I leaned up for another kiss, which he gratefully returned. "I wont ever forget."

Gabriel took a step closer, pushing me against the mirror as he took my lips in a scorching kiss. His tongue thrust threw my parted lips, fighting a winning battle over mine. I'm certain that he'd memorized the feeling of my teeth fully before more then a couple minutes pass. My hands found his hair, tugging the auburn locks on the back of his neck, it'd gotten longer lately, and I loved being able to tug it as if it were a leash.

I paused a moment to shake off that thought. Just one night of sex with Mr. Blackbourne and I'd already been infected with dirty thoughts of my boys. Not that I hadn't had those thoughts before, but now... I understood what I wanted. What made that heat bloom in my stomach, and what I wanted them to do to me to get rid of it.

With Gabriel, all I wanted was for him to exterminate that need. "Gabriel," I breathed, his kisses didn't slow and I wasn't all that upset that he wasn't going to let me finish my words. He hummed against my throat, kissing lines and licking the places his teeth marked. It wasn't like North's bite, but it had an almost subdued feeling of it. I tried to speak again. "I.. un... Do you think we... Oh!"

Gabriel's hand skimmed over my breast, the lace bra I was wearing was thin, and I could feel his rough palm against me. "You like that?" Gabriel asked, smiling against my skin. He was teasing me!

For some odd reason, I liked the thought of it, but in another way, I didn't. Puffing my lips in a pout I knew he would hate, I did what I had that morning to get Owen to push me over the counter at take me hard and fast before we had to leave. I reached out and hooked two fingers to the waist of Gabriel's jeans, palming against his zipper. "Yeah, I like that."

I don't think that was what he was thinking I would say, and stilled over me. Lips still on my neck, hand pressing to my breast- the other on my hip, he turned into a statue above me. Trying to get his attention, I pressed my palm against the hard bulge in his pants. He pulled in a deep breath, shivered, and let it out with a string of muttered curses. "Oh, fuck, Sang..."

"You like that?" I teased back.

Gabriel hissed, taking hold on my cheeks and slamming his lips to mine. I sunk into him, meeting every movement of his tongue with my own. His fingers brushed the spot behind my ear, and I shivered under him. The simple, small movement was like a domino effect, setting off a chain reaction.

Gabriel planted his nimble hands on my hips, gripping and bunching the fabric en tell it was my hips he was touching without the dresses restricting barrier. He gripped, bent, and hauled me up en tell I was trapped between his chest and the mirror. His mouth was still creating wonderful sparks in my lower belly, but something about the position had me pulling away to lean my head back against the cold surface.

I was glad Gabriel had pushed me into the furthest room from the entrance, since I doubted one of the bathroom-stall-like dividers would hold up under both our pressure.

My legs rounded his slim waist, pressing his bulge to my core. We groaned together at the pressure. "Shit, Sang. How are you so..." He groaned again, shifting his hips forward. I bucked against him, the roughness of his jeans even more intense against my bare panties.

"How am I what, Gabriel?" I asked, gripping his hair. I didn't understand how he would be able to form a coherent thought at a time like this, I certainly couldn't.

"How are you so tempting?" He breathed. "How are you so beautiful? How do you get me to lose all my damn control?"

I had to laugh, it was breathy and I moaned at the end when he ground against me again, but finally I said; "Because you know I'm Trouble."

Gabriel seemed to loose all control at this. He hiked me up his body more, reached under my thighs and unzipped his pants. "Fuck, Sang, I'm sorry, but I can't take it any more." And suddenly, he was inside. He wasn't as large as Mr. Blackbourne, but he was longer. He filled me up and reached places Owen hadn't, but maybe that was just the position.

As Meanie thrust up into my core, I held tight to his shoulder and covered my mouth with my other hand. I couldn't risk someone hearing and coming to see what the racket was about only to interrupt us. Hell, I couldn't let this end.

Gabriel leaned forward, his hips pistoning faster and faster as the heal in my belly grew. "Shit, Sang,"

I took up what he was saying, whimpering it into his ear as quietly as I could. "I love you!"

Gabe's shoulders squared, his hips went up as I thrust down. I arched with pleasure, my orgasm hitting me harder then it had since making love with Owen in the music room. But Gabriel didn't stop his movements even as I quaked and spasmed on his cock.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the outside of the stall. Meanie stopped moving and I covered my mouth. "Gabe? Princess?" Victor called. "Is something wrong?" My body chilled. Were we caught?

"No," Gabriel cleared his throat and tried again. "No, it's nothing. Just a stuck zipper and a tight dress."

The curtain shifted and Gabriel stiffened. "Don't come in, dude!" He hissed. "I've got it. Just keep the sales lady away from the dressing room. I don't want her thinkin' were ripping the merchandise."

For a moment, I was concerned Victor would ignore his brother and come in anyway. But I heard his shoe's scuff away from the curtain a moment later. Gabe didn't wait another second. His hips started moving, he was slow, his thrusts leisurely and focused. "Fuck, Trouble, it turns me on thinkin' he about caught us.." I moaned and shook my head. I didn't like the thought one bit. "What would you have done if Vic came in and seen you getting fucked in public?"

I groaned again. This time, it wasn't about his words, it was the way he said it. Dirty talk apparently did something for me. "Gabriel..."

"Would you have made him leave? Would you be shy?" He thrust into me faster, and I cried out when he hit something deep inside me. "Or would you have let him join?"

"OH!" I yelled into my hand, my voice cutting off just before I let loose a scream. Thank God my mother was of use somehow. "Gabriel!"

Minutes went by, I'm not sure how long, but the pleasure took over my mind and I seen white. My vision blurred and I wasn't sure if I was crying or making too much noise. His panting in my ear was too much, the heat was too much. I dug my nails into his shoulders and tried to voice it too him.

Gabriel cursed a string of profanities, thrusting harder and faster then before when I felt my core clench again. Meanie bit into my shoulder, shivering, groaning, as he thrust into me again and again as we both came. My high lasted longer then it had before, and as Gabriel breathed deeply against my shoulder, I realized I was speaking. "I love you, I love you Gabriel, I love you."

Finally, he pulled out tugging the dress off my body and shifting my shirt over my head. I was a lax puddle in that moment, he could do whatever he wanted with me and I wouldn't have been able to speak, let alone stop him.

When I was dressed and Gabe was tucked away, he started laughing. "Fucking hell, I didn't mean to-" He stopped and took a breath. "I just fucked you up the wall in a department store changing stall." His face shifted suddenly and he looked down at me. "This wasn't your first time?"

I pushed my lip to my teeth. Worry seeped into my heart as I slowly shook my head. "No..."

Gabe looked at me confused. "Kota, huh? I knew he would do it first. Bastard didn't even tell us."

For a moment I was stunned, but then I found myself laughing quietly as we walked out of the dressing room. Gabe was holding the two dresses I had tried on, the others were lost causes. "It wasn't Kota."

"Then North? Or Nathan?" Gabriel guessed. "I thought Doc Green only kissed you."

"Gabriel," I stopped him with a hand on his shoulder, still amused and befuddled about his lax behavior about my sexual past. "It was Mr. Blackbourne, yesterday morning in Music class."

"That fucker!" Gabriel hissed, but he didn't look angry. "He told us to lay off and he go's and steals your first time!" I sobered, hoping he wouldn't freak and find this whole experience as something to regret. But as we reached Victor and the schmoozing lady, he was smiling again. "We still have Victoria Secret to go to!" He sang.

Victor grabbed the dresses and headed up towards the check out, and I grabbed Gabriel's arm so we lagged behind a bit. Slowly, I rubbed my legs together. "Meanie, I don't think I'm up for trying on panties,"

Gabriel's eyes widened. His cheeks going as red as Nathans hair, but then he was taking me into his arms. "I fucking love you, Trouble." He whispered.

With a smile, I hugged him back. "I love you too, Meanie."

Over his shoulder, Victor looked at me confusedly. I couldn't help but laugh.

* * *

><p><strong>Thank you for reading! Comment your thoughts, any advice and what you want to see- or, well, read- in the next chapters. If I like it enough, I'll include it in. <strong>

**Once again, thanks for reading, I hoped you liked it, and have a good day. Sayonara Nakama! Ja-ne!  
><strong>


	3. North Taylor- Don't Leave A Guy Hanging!

**Time for some sexy-North! Bedroom, naked, sweaty, shirtless, abbs, biting... Okay, I need to stop talking before I embarrass myself.**

**Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.)  
><strong>

**Disclaimer: I do not own The Academy or the characters.**

**WARNING: Nonagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex.**

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter Three<strong>

**-_North Taylor-_  
><strong>

**'Don't Leave A Guy Hanging'**

* * *

><p>I blinked into the darkness, confusion taking over before I remembered where I was. North's arms tightened around me when I tried to slip out of bed, remembering why exactly I had woken up in the first place. My bladder was going to burst if he didn't let up his arm, and soon.<p>

"North," I whispered, poking his arm around me. He grumbled something and slipped a leg between mine from behind. "North, I need to use the bathroom."

He grumbled again, but loosened his arm from around me. Only to find myself once again pulled into his chest, with my face smashed against his bare collarbone. I wondered for a second how he flipped me to face him, but that slipped away when his hand spread across the small of my back, warming.

I sighed, rubbing a small circle across his bicep. "North, I need to go pee. Let me up," I used my best whiny voice, hoping he would get the clue and stop squeezing me so hard. He didn't of course, and dug his head further into my hair. I couldn't help the happiness that bubbled up within me at the thought of him not wanting to let me go, but the irritation was stronger. In a last attempt to get him to wake up before putting my evil plan into action, I pinched him lightly.

He shifted, probably annoyed, but only told me to go back to sleep. "North, I have to go to the bathroom,"

"Go-" He yawned. "Back to sleep, Sang Baby."

Rolling my eyes, opened my mouth, licking him once I found the perfect spot, and I pressed my head to his collarbone and bit down.

North tensed under me, shuttering an earthquake en tell I let up my grip with my teeth. "Fuck! Sang!" He said, as I licked the spot again. He tasted like he smelt, musk and man. When I pulled away, he rolled onto his back, breathing heavy and shifting his legs.

I frowned for a moment, wondering what was wrong, before remembering why I had bit him in the first place. I jumped up, tripping over my school bag filled with my clothes and went for the back of North's trailer for the bathroom. "I tried to wake you before!" I called back, closing the door as he muttered curses at me.

When I opened the door again, I found North sitting off the side of the bed in the dark. The light from Uncles porch illuminated him in a sinfully beautiful way. His hands stopped their movement in his hair, and I silently beg them to start again. Everything about my North Star was handsome and beautiful, and I never wanted to stop watching his chest raise and fall, his muscles flex in his arms and stomach as he moved.

I wanted to stop, though, because I know North was going to be mad at me for biting him like I had. But it was kind of poetic justice, when I thought about it. Last time we bit each other, he ran off to the bathroom and left me confused and worked up in the hotel bed.

North moved toward me slowly, hands clenched at his sides. "You cant just do that to a man, Sang Baby, and walk away." He said- no, growled.

I tilted my head to the side, frowning at him. "Do what, North?"

"Turn him on, Sang."

His words stalled my brain for a moment. I... turned North Taylor on? Like, sexually? My head tilted further to the side, my finger pressing my bottom lip to my teeth. "I'm sorry," I whispered. "I didn't mean to." I paused for a moment as he got close, my brain trying to work up excuses for as to why I had done something like that to him. "You wouldn't let me up, and I needed to go..."

"Sang," He said as he took me around the waist.

"Yes North?" I trembled under the stare of his piercing brown eyes.

"You don't do that to a man and think your going to get away with a warning."

Suddenly I was up in the air and loosing my breath as I hit North's mattress. I didn't know weather I should have started giggling or trying to run away. I chose neither and froze in place as my beautiful Germain man started to climb up on top of me. He was like a hunter, and a wild animal all at once. His muscle bunched and flexed as he crawled on top of me using fisted hands. I watched the yellow light shadow parts of his chest and thighs, every bit of him screaming how lethal, drop dead sexy he was. And for some reason, I was mesmerized by the way his body flexed when he moved. Maybe it was just the tone of light that made his tan skin and dark hair stand out, or maybe I was just feeling the weeks worth of boy-stealing the Academy had done.

Even sleeping every night at Nathan's hadn't gotten me any alone time with the boys. But I wasn't complaining. North had come to pick me up around noon, Mr. Blackbourne's orders after he finished his work, and we'd gone out to eat on the way back to his place. I'd been excited for our first real date, but just as soon as diner was over, North dropped me off at his trailer and told me not to move. The Academy called. And while I was surprised to wake up in his arms not three minutes ago, I was very happy to have.

Slowly, my eyes never leaving that trail of black hair leading down and under North's tight gym shorts, I reached up and ran a hesitant hand down the crest of my North Star's chest. I trailed the back of my nail, soft and slow, up his peck and to the height of his shoulder, letting out a breath when he didn't stop me.

I thought of the times I'd seen the boys all in various states of undress, but never had I been able to touch and look so closely as now. And I hoped taking North's unmoving as permission to keep going was the right thing to do.

My fingers followed their own instruction and went from his shoulder to his abs, tracing every defined curve and crevice, but I only used the lightest of touches, the pad of my finger. Even though I felt the weight of North's eyes on my face, I didn't dare look up at him. I was too scared he would tell me to stop. I felt up his sides next, sliding over his shoulder and down to his ruff, grease stained hands, then back up to scrape along his neck and chin.

My mouth was dry when I swallowed, and it made a noise when I tried.

North began moving when I felt the ridge of his ear, and he slowly descended so his face was millimeters, and level, with my stomach. His hand slowly, as softly as mine, drew up my lacy shirt, exposing my hipbone and the line of my black and pink underwear. I was conflicted about my choice of not wearing any pants.

But then my eyes locked with his. They were deep, almost black with the low lighting, and held many questions. Could he? Would I let him touch me? Would I hate him if he did touch me? But while I waited for him to ask those questions out loud, I found something deeper in his soulful eyes. Compassion. Lust. Want. Need. Love.

Hesitation.

I couldn't take seeing that in North. He never needed to afraid to take what he wanted. I understood the boy's had been broken just as I was, in many different ways, maybe, but I was sad to know he still hesitated around me. Did Luke and Kota and Nathan hesitate too? Did they back off and wait for me to give them an okay before doing things?

Had I missed the questions?

No, I thought to myself, this wasn't about the other boys. This was about North Taylor. My silent rock. My protector. My North Star. He wasn't Silas or Victor, I couldn't treat him like I did any of the others because he wasn't any of them. I had to remember I didn't love them as a group, or if they were all in the same room. I loved them as they were.

I loved Luke for his pancakes. Silas his hugs. Kota for his hidden strength. Nathan for sacrificing his closet. For Dr. Green stealing my first kiss. Victor for all the work he put into learning Vivaldi's Winter. Gabriel's joint custady over my clothes. For Mr. Blackbourne taking the chance on me. And North, for the first night, taking me to see the stars.

I reached out, running a finger over his larger bottom lip. "North, I can't do that to a man and leave him,"

North's breath left him in a hot whoosh that tingled my stomach. I took a breath and curled my hand into his hair much softer then I would have like to, but I didn't want to hurt him by tugging too hard. I started this and I was going to finish it.

One of North's hands held him hovering- not touching, but just close enough to warm me with his bare-chested heat- the other spread out on my side. I shivered against the touch, not like I had when they first began touching me. His eyes connected with mine as he lowered his mouth to just above my pantie line.

His mouth opened, white teeth bared like a wild animal, and then he bit. I rocked up, shivering, shaking, and gripping the sheets with pleasure that rocked through me in waves. Before the pleasure of the first bite dissipated, a second and third came to the same side in varying places along my side.

I moaned, trying to stay still. After a moment, my eyes opened and found North's as he watched me. I found it incredibly erotic. Once again, he slowly switched sides, twisted his neck odd to press his teeth into my hip. I gasped, moaned, and all but sung with pleasure as it racked it's way up my spine to lay heavaly in the pit of my stomach. "North!" I called out his name after one amazingly placed bite on my thigh.

When North picked his head up again, my body went lax and I sank like water into his blankets. The hand in his hair went to that exposed piece of neck, scraping a blunt nail against the small divots of his throat. I paused when I felt movement there. North purred, growled more like, but the small noise motivated me to move my legs around his waist. For a second, I contemplated what I was doing, but I released that was always my problem. I over thought.

I rolled North onto his back, my hands scrubbing down his chest as I slid off the bed to kneel in front of him. Between his legs, I had an unhindered view of every ridge and drop of his body. I only looked away when one of his hands landed on mine at the waistband of his shorts. I silent reminder I didn't have to do anything I didn't feel comfortable with.

I didn't take more then a second to consider changing my mind. I tugged down the gym shorts, releasing North from the restrictions of his pants. Like the rest of him, North was large and thick- I hadn't gotten a direct look at either of my previous partners, but I thought North could possibly outshine them both in girth and length.

I took him in hand, doing a thorough investigation of the veins and the mushroom head of his cock, just as I did his chest. I stroked him from tip to root, watching as moisture built at the tip. And very carefully, I leaned in at swiped it away with my tongue. North groaned, setting a hand over his face as I considered my first taste of pre-come. It was salty and tangy, but I didn't think I would have found it exceptional in any other situation except with the boys.

I was uncomfortable about it, but I was also curious and willing to try new things.

I did another sweep with my tongue, this time around the ridge, smelling soap and musk from the cologne Gabriel made for him. I used my hand on the places I wasn't licking, taking special care of the slit and underside, as I found North making a keening noise when I played with the area.

I remembered once, in a romance knoval, of a woman doing what I was. Taking a play from her book, I swirled my tongue around the head once more before taking his cock as far into my mouth as could, it wasn't more then half. North went still under me, his chest shook as if I had bit him, and then his hand landed on my head. I pulled back slowly, licking up the length.

I didn't ask if I had done something wrong. His glazed eyes told me I had done just fine. He pulled me from the floor as he kicked the shorts off from around his ankles, shifting me over his erection. I shivered at the heat that had built in my belly.

North's hands grabbed the small bands of my underwear, for a moment I wondered what he was doing, but then he pulled. A ripping sound echoed within his small space, and I gasped. "North!" I cried.

"I'll get you a new pair." He whispered, shifting me into place. "One's you wont have to take off for me to-" He drew my hips down sharply onto his dick without even finishing his sentence. "Fuck you."

I moaned, loving the feel of such fullness. He was larger then both Gabriel and Mr. Blackbourne. I wondered for a moment if Silas was going to be just as large, since his physic was similar to North's, but then North's first thrust hit me without warning. I gasped, doubling over at the pleasure it invoked.

I couldn't stop shaking, even as I lifted up and then back down slowly. North and I let out similar sounds as I took him in completely. "Sang Baby, fuck me-"

I smirked, lifting up and slamming back down. "You just had to ask," I said playfully, keeping up a rhythm of up, pause, thrusting down, up, pause, thrusting down... I felt my core tighten, but it was nowhere near what I needed to find release, but I was bidding my time.

I wanted North to have pleasure as well, so I kept it slow, taking the soft grip he gave my hip when I rounded my hips as a good thing. One of his hands found my breast, pinching, smoothing it over with his thumb before giving it another mind numbing pinch.

When I finally couldn't take it anymore, I slumped on top of North, breathing heavy. "North," I pleaded. I didn't have the breath to tell him to flip us over and give him permission to fuck me senseless this time.

He didn't catch my meaning, as all at once, North thrust his hips up hard. I straightened and cried out to the ceiling in a cracked pleasure fulled moan. "Shit Sang, I'm gunna come!"

"Fuck me!" I screamed, my voice cutting off as he struck that spot deep inside. My face turned hoter after realising my outburst of profanity, but I couldn't think too much on it. I arched so far back I would laugh to myself later at how much I resembled one of Nathan's horror movie exercised ghosts. I held onto his thighs as he rammed into my core, the pleasure and heat building into something I couldn't find a good word for.

Finally, the band broke, and I came, calling out North's name and every other deity and God I could think of. White blotches broke out across my vision and I slumped. For a moment, I thought we were done, but I realized I hadn't felt North come. He was tense and holding my waist, but he was not done if his rock hard cock was any indicator. I was still shaking from my orgasm when North started moving again.

The heat built surprisingly quickly and I cried out again and again for him to stop and wait tell I wasn't on the brink anymore, but North didn't listen. He his hips never stopped, but he angled me downwards, running a hand threw my hair as I moaned into his neck. I gripped his shoulders, shaking, and suddenly his mouth was on my neck.

I placed mine on his, and in a moment of complete syncrasy, we bit down. The pleasure bloomed through me, once again, I rushed over the cliff and I came hard on his cock. Under me, North went tense, every muscle tightening to a point he was literally a rock.

I moaned into his neck, licking at the bite, the smallest amount of blood tingled my taste buds. His arms wrapped around my waist as I came down from my high. "My phone is vibrating," North whispered.

I smiled into his neck. "If you even think of picking it up, I will slap you silly." My threat was weak, but his rumbling laugh was worth it.

"I'll text Victor, see if one of the others can take my place." He said, shifting us both sideways and pulling the blankets up past our heads. "I don't want to leave my Sang Baby now,"

"Good," I murmured against his neck. "Then you'll be here for round two,"

North began the rumble deep in his throat that I could only call a purr again. "You would have continued without me?"

"Can't leave a girl hangin' like that." I exclaimed, laughing.

* * *

><p><strong>Hello <em>tomodachi<em>! I see you stuck around. That's good! Leave your comments below and idea's for later chapters, Don't leave his girl hanging! Hehehe... **

**Ja-ne! SINDER-CHAR OUT~!**


	4. Nathan Griffin- Fun With Water

**Okay, so this was kind of a funny experience writing this for me. I was hanging out with a friend who's parents own a hotel. And since it's the off season, it's closed down. And of course, it still needed to be cleaned so it would be ready for guests in the summer. So, I went to help him and his brother clean all _125_ rooms.** _**One hundred and twenty-five rooms. **_**We were there three days and two nights just to CLEAN. But the great thing is we had the pool, all the rooms, and the kitchen all to ourselves. Of course, it was one of the most boring things to do during the day but it was SO MUCH FUN at night. We swam, blasted music, and sat watching movies all night long.**

**I even made the younger brother- let's just call him Boy-Next-Door for now- read Introductions! Let's just say, he's now waiting not-so patiently for '_First Kiss' _like I am! And big brother- his name will be Tall-Dark-And-DANM-Sexy- well, I actually pulled him into the pool while trying to get out. Of course, it was way more hilarious then anything I could write, but oh-well!**

**Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.)**

**Disclaimer:** **Nonagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex in later chapters.**

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter Four<strong>

_**-Nathan Griffin-**_

**'Fun With Water'**

* * *

><p>It was Saturday afternoon. I was informed everyone but Kota- whom was at home, sleeping off a late night Academy mission- and Nathan were working. I'd stayed the night with North, but he too, had been called away this morning.<p>

From what I understood, Nathan had been pulled from the stakeout early to come and get me, as everyone else was occupied with assignments. We had slept in, but as six came around, I snuck out of bed to do... anything other then sit in bed and stare at the ceiling. Even though I loved spending time with Nathan, I wasn't in the mood to sleep anymore. And it was quite odd that anyone slept past sun up without being woke by a phone ringing.

For a while I sat in the living room watching a drama with the TV muted. But I didn't want to sit still. That's when I noticed the light streaming through the sliding back door. It was a nice day, slightly sweltering for the middle of September, but I was going to take full advantage of the weather.

I snuck back into Nathans room- my room, he insisted- and grabbed my swimming suit from the closet. When I was tiptoeing back towards the door, I noticed my radio sitting on top of his dresser. I grabbed it, taking a CD from his collection and once again tiptoeing out of the room.

I changed in the bathroom, slight still conscious of the fact I was in a bikini, even if the bottoms did have a slight skirt. On the patio, I set up the radio on one of the reclining chairs. In a few seconds, a song by Panic! At The Disco started playing. I liked Nathan's music, even if it wasn't Yiruma.

Warm, humid air touching my skin, I took a moment to relax in the light. Being from Illinois, I wasn't used to it being so warm this late in the year, but I was certainly liking that it was. However, I would miss the snow.

Listening to the hum of the music- I didn't want to wake Nathan- I slipped legs first into the pool. It was warm from the sun, but a change from the air around me. I used the side of the pool slip myself in, quickly dunking my head under the water and pushing my hair back from my face. For a while, I entertained myself by swimming from one end of the pool to the other, trying to stand on my hands, and just floating on my back.

A furry of sounds came from the house, the door slammed, and then I closed my eyes at the on slot of water to my face. I came upright, whipping my eyes of water and gaped at Nathan. He surfaced laughing. "Hey, Sang,"

"Wha-? Nathan!" I smacked his arm, but it only caused him to laugh harder.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you."

I huffed, throwing my hands up. "Yes you did!"

He laughed again. "Okay, maybe I did."

I took up an aggressive stance, and he groaned playfully. "I'm sorry, Sang. I didn't mean to make you angry." Nathan wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into his bare chest and gave me a pout. "Don't hate me...?"

I blew out a breath and grudgingly wrapped my arms around his neck. "I don't hate you."

Nathan buried his grin in my neck and lifted me from the waist. We splashed backwards, and Nathan stayed floating half on his back so I could cling to his neck still without both of us submerging.

"I thought you had a late night... and early morning. Why are you up?" I asked.

Nathan shrugged, looking up at the sky. "I felt you leave the bed, and after a while, I couldn't fall back asleep, so I thought I'd see what you were up to so early."

I smiled at him, leaning my head on his chest. I could hear the gentle murmur of his heart under my ear. "I didn't want to wake you up."

"S'okay." He mumbled.

For a while, we stayed like that, clinging to one another and floating in the middle of the pool. I felt light and warm in his arms.

"Sang," Nathan asked quietly. "Do you want to race?"

My head popped up and I pushed off from him. I was already halfway across the deep end before I yelled back; "Yes!" I heard Nathan chuckled not far behind me.

We both got into place holding ourselves against the edge of the pool, feet positioned against the textured concrete. "What do you want if I lose?"

Nathan grinned at me with a raised brow. "What are you willing to give when you lose?"

I grinned at him, tilting my head back and forth as I thought. I was feeling playful and sassy now that he had proposed a race. "How about..." I paused and bit my lip as I slip my feet away from the wall and glided in front of Nathan. His eyebrows arched in curiosity but he relaxed his stance. My face felt on fire, but I reached out and slipped my fingers across Nathans limp member over his swim trunks, it twitched under my touch- as if happy to get my attention. I got on my tip toes to ease my lips along his jawline, mostly to hide my embarrassment then to turn him on. "I help you here?"

Nathan let out a shallow breath that ended on a whimper. "Oh fuck,"

When I pulled away, my silent ninja's eyes were closed and his mouth was ajar. I bit my lip to hide my triumphant smile. Quickly, before he snapped out of his daze, I spun around and launched myself through the water.

I knew my trick was dirty, but I also knew I wouldn't have been able to win against Nathan in a fair race. Like it or not, I had something in mind for my prize, and I wouldn't let him win this time. Not that I didn't want to give Nathan a favor.

I surfaced with my hand touching the opposite end of the pool. I turned around grinning.

Nathan was right behind me. He surfaced in a hurry, slapping his palms against the small lip of the pool on either side of my shoulders. "Fuck Sang. What the hell?"

My grin dropped. His words sounded so hurt and angry. Had I gone too far. "I'm sorry," My voice shook and I was worried the burning behind my eyes didn't make my voice wobble further. "I didn't mean-"

Nathan jerked away the finger I used to press my lip to my teeth, slamming his lips to mine. He moved his lips against mine like the second kiss we shared the day I had woke up from the drug-induced sleep. Hungry and wanting. Something in my stomach sparked to life.

I kissed him back with just as much fury, nibbling on his lips and gasping for breath when he pulled away for only a moment to tilt his head further. My legs wound around his hips of their own accord and I gripped his shoulder to lift myself slightly higher. Nathan placed a hand on my thigh, dipping in the water slightly so he could shifted me just high enough that my core was pressed firmly on his growing erection.

I moaned into his mouth at the feeling. Nathan made a similar sound, seeming to be encouraged by the sounds he brought out of me.

Nathans hurried hands found the tie to my bathing suit and pulled, practically ripping the pink plead top off of my chest. I gasped, finally pulling away for more then a quick pocket of air. Nathans mouth didn't stray far, but instead started trailing over my jaw and down my neck. His free hand- the one that wasn't rubbing designs into my thigh, close to my butt- landed on my breast. He rolled his fingers over my sensitive bud, pinching and palming, sending waves of pleasure down to my core.

My hips rocked against his to relieve some of the tingly pressure I felt. Nathan growled and thrust his hips into mine. Every inch of my body felt like a live wire of all the pleasure he was giving me.

Nathan growled again, nipping patches as he kissed his way back up to my lips from my collarbone. "Shit Peanut," He panted, pulling away only to kiss me harshly again. "I'm not supposed to be doing this, none of us-" I kissed at his jaw, my teeth grazing his earlobe. "Shit, Sang, I don't know- I can't- without Mr. Blackbour- Fuck me!"

I slid my hand into his shorts, wrapping my fingers around his length. He was wide, but not as long as Gabriel. I stroked him root to tip, giving my hand a small twist at the end that made his arms shake and grip at the pools edge. I felt much more confident, acted much more... wantonly when I knew I was giving the boys pleasure. It made me as happy as it excited me.

"Nathan," I said softly, my free hand tangling in his wet hair. "I love you. Mr. Blackbourne won't care if you show me just how much you love me too."

His chest rumbled and his throat tickled my neck as it vibrated with the sound. Nathan was much more vocal then any of my of my previous partners, and I couldn't say I didn't find it sexy as sin. "Peanut, I don't want to hurt you. That's the last thing I would ever want, and it will hurt,"

My thumbs slid over the small space behind his ears, the spot that they all seemed to react positively to, but I pulled my head back to look him in the eyes. "Hunny, I've already, uh, lost my, um," Nathans brows shot up into his hairline, his eyes searching mine curiously. For a moment, he didn't seem to react, but then his eyes turned sad. "Oh, no, Nathan, I'm sorry."

Just as my blood started turning cold, my heart empty, Nathans hand gripped my wrist and he smiled. His lips met mine much softer then the kissed before. "Sang, I'm not angry. Maybe a little disappointing that I didn't get to be your first." He paused as he slipped his hands under my thighs again, giving me an accusing look. "It was with one of us, wasn't it?"

I felt a warmth fill me in waves. "Mr. Blackbourne." I said quietly, my face flaming.

Again, Nathan took a moment, a play of emotions streaming across his face. "I'm sure Mr. Blackbourne was... a gentleman." Nathan's lips turned up in a playful grin. "I'm not as restrained." One of his hands slipped between us, his hand cupping my sensitive mound. A finger slipped in, brushing across my bud and causing me to arch back and moan. Nathans tongue slipped up the soft spot under my chin.

"Oh my," I gasped as his fingers worked into me, working my slick heat.

It was a strange feeling, having sex in the pool. The water surrounded everything below my breasts, the pressure of the water making me feel like Nathan was touching every inch of my body as once. The weightlessness he used for his own benefit, hiking me up against his groin.

I pressed my palms to his chest, my finger nails digging into his skin. From the low keen he let out encouraged me to draw my nails down his chest. They made angry red trails down his pecks. I knew they would only last a few hours, but I felt a rush of pleasure at the thought of marking Nathan.

I couldn't take anymore. Too many sensations flowed through me, and I crashed my lips to Nathans for only a moment as I pulled his hand from my tight heat. My eyes caught him as I slipped his fingers into my mouth. His eyes sparked with pleasure and his own mouth opened as I nipped at his fingers. My tasted more like chlorine then my own essence, but Nathan seemed to find my actions extremely arousing, because just as soon as I slipped my tongue between his fingers and sucked, he pulled them out.

He rushed, his hands shaking, as he shed his bottoms. Nathan's hands gripped my thighs and pulled me flush with his body, my core against his pulsing cock. He moved my bottoms to the side, grinding his penis against me once, twice, and then thrust in with a loud groan. I moaned, arching against him, loving how full he made me.

With my eyes closed, I felt Nathan's fingers draw across my lips. I opened, gliding my tongue over his digits. He pulsed inside me.

"Fucking hell Sang," Nathan slid back, thumbing my nipple, and pushed back in hard and swift. When he was fully sheathed inside me, I moaned. Nathans fingers pressed onto my tongue, as if trying to remind me not to forget to neglect them. I lapped at them, nipping and tangling my tongue between them. In response, Nathan rammed his hips forward and back, fast and harsh, over and over.

Every time the pleasure was too much and I arched, moaning, too caught up in the whirlwind of pleasure and I stopped moving my tongue, he'd punish me by pausing. Whether just his tip was inside me, or filling me whole, he would stop en till I was sucking or nipping them with my back teeth. The hand on my breasts never stopped moving, though, and it kept me high when he wasn't plunging into me.

I felt the myself getting close. I was rushing the cliff, too concerned with getting there then I was with how. En till Nathan stopped moving. I gave him a pleading look, not understanding why he would stop when I hadn't stopped movements on his fingers.

Nathan withdrew his hand, giving me a horribly sexy smile. "I told you I wasn't going to be gentle." His eyes glinted and he gripped my thighs, shifting me up. "It's a good thing you can't scream, the neighbors might think I'm murdering you." My heart thundered, and I was worried the blush on my cheeks covered my whole face.

Panting, I leaned up to run my nose along his jaw like I had before. I whispered into his ear. I had been calling his name so loudly without sound, my voice came out rough and gravely. "You want to make me scream?" He groaned, re-gripping my thighs. I bit my lip before I kissed his ear. "Than make me scream, Hunny."

Nathan didn't wait for me to say it again. His hips met mine hard, his hands squeezing my hips hard enough to leave bruises. Unable to move my hips against his hold, I gripped one hand against his shoulder and held the other against the side of the pool. The splashes of water and Nathan's groans filled my ears. His warm breath fell on my neck. My mouth opened on a silent scream, and Nathan's fingers found my tongue again.

Nathans thrusts grew sporadic, irregular, but never stopped. The heat pooling in my lower stomach ignited, my vision blurring and spotting with white. In the next moment I came hard on his cock, feeling him plunge to the root and pulse inside me. Nathan's groans fell heavy in my ear as he buried his head into my neck and came, filling me with his seed.

His arms warmed me when all the heat was leaving my body. My bare chest pressed to his with our ragged breathing. I ran my nails lightly down Nathans spine in the after glow of my orgasm, rubbing more then scratching.

Nathan pulled his hand away from my mouth, smoothing his thumb down my jaw. "Shit Sang, that-that was..." He trailed off, breathing out a laugh. "I really love you,"

I smiled into his shoulder. "I love you too, Nathan."

For a while, we clung to one another in the water, wrapped up in each others arms. Nathan's shorts floated behind his back, I thought about grabbing them for him, but I didn't want to move.

Then someone cleared their throat. I jumped, trying to turn towards the sound but Nathans arms kept me from exposing myself to the man. Nathan became tense, tangling a hand into my hair and holding my head to his chest. "Christ," He barked. "What the hell Mr. B?!"

I blushed ten shades of red. He caught us! How could I not hear him coming? Even if he was quiet- and I knew he was- I normally would have heard at least his foot steps on the stones.

"Mr. Griffin, while I am very happy to see you and Miss Sorenson are getting along, I will ask you not to do anymore... getting along out in the open."

I pulled my head away from Hunny's shoulder to look up at Mr. Blackbourne. "Hi," I said in a quiet voice.

Mr. Blackbourne was as he always was. Every dark hair in place, glasses straight, and suit perfect. The corner of his lips twitched up in one of his millimeter smiles. "Hello, Sang." He turned his eyes slightly up, to between Nathan and my bodies. The smile didn't fade, but his eyes glinted with something I had seen before, but couldn't place.

I glanced up at Nathan, who was also staring. I glanced down between us, still arched over the side of the pool. I let out a surprised sound, using my arms to cover my bare breasts. I heard Nathan snort and then felt his hand tangle in my hair again. "It's not like I haven't seen it before."

Mr. Blackbourne cleared his throat again, but the sound was more light then his 'give me your attention' throat-clearing but more of an amused sound. The thought of him laughing, if only in a small way, sent a thrill through my limbs. I wanted to make him make those kinds of light sounds again.

Like when he had me over the piano, breathing into my ear. Allowing me to hear every slight hitch in his breathing, the groans I made him feel...

The thoughts make me grin against Nathans neck, an idea popping into my head.

"Mr. Blackbourne," I called quietly, twisting around in Nathan's arms to look at the man.

His brow raised, and I could see it. The challenge in his eyes. He knew I had something planned, and he was egging me on. "Miss Sorenson?"

"Would you be kind enough to help me out?" I held up a hand, my lips turning up in an almost teasing smile. I wondered if he would hate me for my little prank, but I didn't linger too long on the thought, I would end up talking myself out of it.

Mr. Blackbourne's eyes narrowed, but he took hold of my hand anyway. Nathan backed away slight, pushing me up by my thighs to help.

For a moment, I hesitated, one foot still not on the concrete, but I could feel the corners of my mouth lifting at the image I was thinking in my head.

It seemed as though Mr. Blackbourne could read my mind, because as soon as I had my first foot on stable ground, be began to release the grip he had on my hand. I think not! My free hand shot out and grasped Owen's wrist, using the leverage his pull from the water gave me, and spun us so I had taken his place facing the pool.

Fully grounded, I used every ounce of strength in my body and pushed. Mr. Blackbourne's lips parted, and an almost silent gasp left his lips. I made him gasp! HAH!

In slow motion, Mr. Blackbourne's mouth agape, staring wide eyed at me through his glasses, was thrown into the deep end of the pool. He hit the water with a splash.

I watched- topless, in all my mostly-naked glory and grinning like an idiot- as Nathan gaped from me to Mr. Blackbourne as he surfaced, sputtering water and looking like a bathed cat.

Owen's eyes landed on me, no longer covered by his glasses. I smiled so wildly at him my cheeks started to hurt and took off for the sliding door. Halfway to the couch, I spun around and locked it.

I met Mr. Blackbourne's eyes through the the glass, or what I could see through the laugh tears in my eyes. His hand was on the handle. I was almost scared of the static look on his face. But then I really took in his appearance.

Mr. Blackbourne's hair was sopping down into his eyes, black suit strict on his shoulders, tie flicked over his shoulder. Pants tight against his legs. Dripping wet against the once dry patio. What made me lose it was one of his shoes was off and floating by a still gaping Nathan in the pool- next to his own forgotten swim trunks.

I sputtered a laugh again. I slapped a hand over my mouth to stop myself from laughing too hard at him, but this action only seemed to amuse Mr. Blackbourne. His lips turned up, and then he mouthed something.

"I'll get you back."

Oh. Shit. Muffins.

I might have made the biggest mistake of my life...

* * *

><p><strong>Please comment and leave your idea's and I might just put them in later chapters.<br>**

**Thanks for reading, SINDER-CHAR!**


	5. Chapter 4,5 - The First Christmas

**Okay, so this is just a quick thing I wrote for Christmas, but I lost it two days before I was going to post it, so I didn't get to. But I found it! So I decided to post it. So here's Chapter 4.5! I hope you enjoy.**

**Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.)**

**(By the way, this doesn't actually have a part in the story, it's just another One-shot.)**

**Disclaimer: I do not own The Academy series or the characters.**

**WARNINGS: N****onagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian** '**Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex in later chapters.  
><strong>

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 4.5<strong>

**-Sang Sorenson, Owen Blackbourne, Sean Green, Victor Morgan-**

**-Silas Korba, North Taylor, Nathan Griffin, Kota 'Dakota' Lee-**

**-Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor- **

_**'The First Christmas'**_

* * *

><p>I didn't think much about the boys voices coming from the living room late the night before. With their Academy work, I had usually assumed one or all of them were being called off on a job, and like that Friday night I hadn't thought about it at all.<p>

But when I woke up, Nathan and Kota next to me- Gabriel laying down at the end, his head propped on Nathan's ankle- I wondered which boy's weren't going to be there. But, as I counted the heads sticking out from under blankets and fluffs of pillows, all the boys other then Mr. Blackbourne were accounted for. I frowned lightly, but I understood why he was gone.

Very slowly, and carefully, I shifted from my place between the boys, crawling over Nathan, whom was a heavier sleeper then Kota or Gabriel, and weaved my way between cots that had been lain out for the boys last night. Thank Mr. Blackbourne for not wanted everyone split up between Nathans room and his fathers. Shivering from both the cold wood on my feet and the chilly morning air, I pulled up Dr. Sean's blanket as I past by, tucked Luke's arm back onto his cot, and turned up the heat a few notches before closing the door behind me.

I used the bathroom, showered and dressed in clothes Gabriel had laid out the night before. We had planned on spending their day off laying about the house and watching movies all day, but I knew that with Academy boys a day off would never really be a day off. I just hoped they wouldn't take too long.

In a heavy sweater with snowflakes on it, a white layered skirt and a pair of thick tights, I swiped on some mascara like Gabriel had taught me only a few weeks ago and left the bathroom as I clipped up my hair.

Only, the sight that met me made my heart swell, and I dropped the clip before I could secure my hair up. Glowing white from too many strings of LED lights, in the corner of the room next to the sliding glass doors, was a Christmas tree. Traditional round adornments hung from the branches, all blue and silver, with bows and tinsel and what looked like fake icicles adoring it.

With the lights off and only the slightest blades of sunlight streaming through the windows, the tree looked beautifully alone glowing like an angel.

I put a hand to my mouth, letting out the smallest of breathes into my fingers. I was worried if I made too much sound it would disappear.

The last time I had seen a Christmas tree was years before we had moved to Charleston. A couple years after my mom- er, step-mother- started going repeatedly into the hospital Marie would set up a small plastic one in the living room. And then it never felt quite as festive, it didn't glow or make the whole room smell of pine and fresh air.

"I'm sorry for not getting it sooner," Mr. Blackbourne said, coming up beside me. He was already wearing his pristine black suit and maroon tie, but I couldn't take my eyes away from the tree long enough to appreciate him. "We've been so busy we didn't even remember it en tell Mrs. Lee asked Kota about his plans for tomorrow."

"Christmas," I whispered. "It's Christmas Eve." While I did remember Christmas was coming up fast, I hadn't even though about it since I had gotten all of my shopping done for the boys two weeks into December with Gabriel.

"Pretty, isn't it?" Nathan asked as he wrapped his arms around my waist from behind. I hadn't even heard him come near. "Gabriel and Luke went all out last night, I didn't think we were going to get any sleep before you woke up again. It even touches the sealing."

"I had to make it awesome," Gabriel defended, sending me a large grin. "It's the first time in a long time Nathan's had a Christmas tree at his place. He spends the day at Kota's most of the time."

The other boys crowded around me, looking down at my face as I stared off at the tree again. "It's beautiful." I sniffled, trying to keep the tears from falling. "I love it."

"Oh, God." Dr. Sean groaned, but his face lit up with a grin. "It's like the giggles! If she starts, everyone will!"

I couldn't help it, I let out a breathy laugh, rubbing away the moisture from beneath my eyes. "It's so pretty. I love it." Nathan gave me just enough room to reach over and hug North, then Silas, and then the boys all piled in for a group hug when Sean grabbed Mr. Blackbourne and Kota, and Luke pulled Silas and Gabriel in. I would have laughed again if my face wasn't smothered into Kota's shoulder and my hand wasn't tangled in what I assumed was Gabriel's hair.

"I love you guys so much," I whispered. "I don't know what I'd do without Gabriel dragging me off shopping," I said. Gabriel pulled his head away and protested with a loud 'Hey', but I went on without really thinking. "I don't know what would have happened if Kota didn't convince me you guys were different, or Nathan letting me stay here. Or Silas punching out Rocky. Of Luke, for using all the hair clips Gabriel steals from me. Or for Dr. Sean helping me take care of my stepmom. Or Mr. Blackbourne changing my scheduled. Or Victors music. " I sniffed, grinning ear to ear. "Or North's nagging. I don't know what I would do without the nagging."

"Baby," North growled as the other boys laughed. "What the fuck do you mean nag? I don't fucking nag."

"Sang, you need to sleep," Luke tried to imitate his brothers voice, but it cracked halfway through. "Don't eat just junk, baby. Don't get into trouble. Stop fighting, you'll hurt yourself. Don't buy a skunk, Luke."

"Cut your hair Gabe," Gabriel cut in. "Stop drawing on the walls Gabe. Don't steal my keys again, Gabe. Stop hogging Baby." He finishes off, huffing out a laugh. I wasn't sure who all laughed, mostly because Silas was behind me and his laugh boomed loudly over the others and vibrated my whole figure.

As the guys step back, I gazed up at the tree again.

"Sang," Owen said, catching my attention after a moment. "We've actually have things planned for tomorrow morning. Kota needs to spend time with his mother and sister. Sean has an early lunch with his parents."

Victor wrapped an arm around my waist, tracing at my ribs. "We'll be back before dark, but we wont be able to open presents in the morning."

"Then why don't we do it now?" I asked, tilting my head. "I've got your presents in the closet,"

The boys spoke all at once, nodding and breaking up to look under the tree. Quickly, I ran to the Nathan's bedroom, pulling the basket filled to the brim with presents out of the room with me. I had three for each of the boys I had gotten with the money I had made working in the diner.

The boys were all standing around the tree when I hurried back in. I took a seat a few feet away from the pile of presents they were sorting through with my back against the couch and started sorting out my own pile. By the time we all had our own small piles going, North had started heating up hot chocolate and we all sat in front of the tree laughing at Luke trying to describe Nathan getting tangled in the strands of lights when he tried hanging them outside.

"Who should go first?" Dr. Sean grinned down the half circle at us.

"Luke!" I said loudly. "You first!"

Luke gave me a deer in the headlights look, before grinning and digging into his presents. A Nerf gun, a pair of earrings, a phone case, a bag of chocolates, and my gifts of 101 Home Pranks, a set of hair bands, and a mug with his name on it, Gabriel went next.

"Holy shit, an art kit!" He said sarcastically, looking at Luke.

"This is taking too long!" Nathan shouted, ripping open his present from Kota. Everyone laughed, opening their own gifts. Each of them had gotten a mug with their names on it from me. North got a new healthy recipe book and a new long sleeved shirt. Dr. Sean, a toy medical kit and a gold name tag.

Kota got a new messenger bag and a glasses case. For Nathan, a Second Hand Serenade CD and a shirt that I hoped fit his shoulders. I got Silas a tool set and an ticket book filled with 'One Free Hug' coupons. Victor got sheet music. Mr. Blackbourne got a new tie and strings for his violin.

It had taken me a very long time to decide what to get for the boys, since it was my first Christmas with them. But I hoped they liked them all the same.

As Kota turned on the TV and started up one of the numerous Christmas movies I had rented a few days before, Nathan and Silas settled in next to me. Silas wrapped his larger, warm hand around mine. Nathan wrapped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me to lean into him.

I listened to the opera music flowing warmly from the black and white movie playing and sipped at my coco. The boys all sat on the floor closely to one another, Luke's head on Gabriel's thigh and Kota leaning into Dr. Sean's side as Sean's leg tangled over Victors. I smiled at the scene. They all looked happy and comfortable.

Mr. Blackbourne caught my attention by looking down from his place behind me on the couch. His legs were crossed, but his suit jacket and tie were gone- hanging over the back of the couch. It was an odd sight, but not unwelcome. He smiled that millimeter smile down on me as he snapped a picture with a digital camera he had gotten for Gabriel. He continued to take pictures of the boys, from Kota all the way back to me. I hoped all of them turned out as warmly as I felt in the moment.

"This song," He said quietly, eyes turning back to the movie where a woman was dancing with a man in a grand ballroom. It was stark, no other people but them, and no indication to where the music was coming from. But the camera swept over them, spinning around the room, the ladies night gown flowing away from her legs as a man in a cloak- the hood covering his face- lead them across the floor like they were gliding. "It's called Don Giovanni, ATTO 2: Deh, Vieni Alla Finestra. It's beautiful, don't you think?"

I couldn't help but smile. Yes, it was beautiful. So very warm and beautiful. I would always remember my first Christmas with them, sitting around the TV, Gabriel playing with his new art kit and Nathan wearing the shirt I got him, this song playing in the background, with fondness and love.

I felt Mr. Blackbourne's fingers trace the back of my neck, and squeezed the boys hands just a little tighter.

This was the best Christmas yet.

And I knew next Christmas would be even better.

"Hey, Angele," Silas rumbled from next to me. I picked up my drowsy eyelids to look up at him. His white teeth stood out from his dark compaction, but I felt my heart flutter just looking at him. In his hand was my gift to him. "I want to use one of the tickets now."

I pelted out a loud giggle, rolling me head against the couch. "Okay." I shuffled out from under Nathan's arm, holding out my arms for Silas. But my eyes strayed to Luke, whom was also standing from his seat with Gabriel. His grin was mischievous. Then, suddenly, I was on top of Silas on the ground, Nathan pressing down on my back, Luke's smaller hands gripping my shoulder from undoubtedly on top of Nathan.

The weight of a number of bodies pressed Silas and I to the floor, but I knew they were being careful, as I could still breath. Silas rumbled out a laugh under me, cursing in English and Greek. Everyone on top of us laughed, saying a few things I caught none of. Norths hand gripped my hand, but I knew he wasn't one of the people on top of me. He said something to Silas in Greek and he rumbled back lowly, but I got the sense they were talking about me. Soon after, Norths hand pulled away to pop Silas on the back of the head.

More laughing came from above me.

"Owen Blackbourne, get your feet off me! I am not your ottoman!" Sean suddenly yelled.

"Oh, very sorry Dr. Green. I just thought since you guys were so comfortable there, and looked the right size of pile, I would get comfortable too." Mr. Blackbourne joked back. I could hear the bemusement in his words, and would have loved to see it on his face, if not for the fact I actually liked the warmth of them sandwiching me to Silas's chest.

Gabriel's amused snort set everyone off into rounds of laughter. Nathan apparently couldn't hold the pile anymore, and weighed down on me a little bit harder. My air whooshed out, and then breathed in deeply as they all rolled off.

Yes, I would have to say, it was the best Christmas yet.

* * *

><p><strong>Comment and leave your idea's for later chapters below and if I like them, I'll incorporate it into the story some where.<strong>

**By the way, if your wondering what movie I'm talking about, I can't help you. My grandpa used to play that movie every Christmas on a projector. And I have never found it even on classic movie sites. And I can't ask him what it was due to him being eight feet under and decomposing. So, if you know what movie it is, I would totally be grateful if you told me, because I want to watch it again. It would mean the world to me.**

**SINDER-CHAR out~!**


	6. Dakota 'Kota' Lee- The Drive To School

**This chapter is broken up into two parts, Kota's and a second Owen Blackbourne. Because I've made you guys wait so long for this one, I chopped it into two and will be posting the next one as soon as I get it done. For the mean time, I finally give you Kota's chapter, 'The Drive To School'.**

**Based on C.L. Stone's Ghost Bird Series (One-shots for all nine boys, some story line. Based loosely in The Other Side Of Envy.)**

**Disclaimer: I do not own The Academy or the characters.**

**WARNING: Nonagon-ic relationships between Sang and her nine boys (Owen Blackbourne, Dr. Sean Green, Nathan Griffin, Dakota 'Kota' Lee, Gabriel Coleman, Lucian 'Luke' Taylor, North Taylor, Silas Korba, and Victor Morgan) and Bi-sexual sex. **

**DO NOT READ IF YOU ARE UNDER 18 YEAR OLD!**

**~Chapter Five~**

**Dakota 'Kota' Lee**

**'The Drive To School'**

Kota rushed me out of his house at six on Monday morning.

After North had been called out on Sunday night, I'd spent the weekend with Nathan and ended up having Kota spend the night after Nathan had been called back to the Academy the night before. We'd stayed up later then I usually did watching movies, while he quizzed me for an AP Biology test that was coming up. He had even let me re-paint his finger nails- just the thumb and pinky fingers. His thumb was painted a dark hunter green, and his pinky a lighter color pink so it wouldn't be very noticeable. My thumb was the pink color, and my pinky hunter green.

Halfway into Havana, a text came through on my phone from Mr. Blackbourne.

Mr. Blackbourne: I'll see you in Music Room B, Sang, about the incident at Mr. Griffin's today during our usual time.

Yesterday, I had done something I had never thought about doing in my life. I had dunked Mr. Blackbourne into Nathan's pool. Right after I had had sex with Nathan in said pool. I

Shivers hit me like a ton of bricks, the heat pooling in my lower regions making the warm air in the cab of Kota's car suddenly seem chilly. If just thinking about Sundays swim session with Nathan had me turned on, I wonder what Mr. Blackbourne's punishment would lead to...

"Sang?" Kota set a hand on my thigh. It shocked me so much- and still being so aware of the boys touches- I whimpered. My eyes drifted closed and I leaned back against the seat with the ripples of pleasure it caused. Oh, God, I wanted that hand further up. "Sang? Are you okay?"

I flinched, my eyes popping open to seek out his own bright green ones. Oops...

"I-I'm fine." I cleared my throat, straightening in the seat. My legs pressed together, trying to stop the pressure I felt, but it only made the sensation worse- or better, I hadn't decided yet.

Kota's eyebrows lifted, sending worried glances over at me as often as he could without really taking his eyes off the road. I tried to make myself look as normal as possible under his scrutiny.

Kota slowed, turning on his blinker before pulling off onto thin dirt road. A sign further in front of us read 'CCPD Firing Range', next to a locked gate.

Kota shut off the car and turned to me, his brows drawn now, looking like he was very worried. "Sang, sweetie, if your not feeling well Mr. Blackbourne wouldn't mind if we took the day off-"

"No," I said, maybe a bit too quickly. My hand found his on the wheal and I squeezed. "No, Kota. Really, I'm fine. I was just thinking about yesterday. Really, it's nothing." I hoped my words were more reassuring as I thought they sounded.

"Yesterday?" Kota asked. His finger found the frame of his glasses and he pushed them up, even though they were already perfectly perched on his nose. I had an insane urge to kiss it. Or maybe just kiss him, I hadn't decided about that, either.

It seemed Kota had the same thoughts, because he leaned in and brushed his lips against my cheek. Both our faces flushed, but he ignored it and went on. "Sang, if you're feeling ill, just tell me and we can head home. We'll watch a movie and I'll find a bag of marshmallows for you to eat-"

"I'm not sick Kota." I smiled at him. "I really was just thinking about what happened yesterday. And it was a good thought, I promise."

He was back to looking confused. "What did you and Nathan do yesterday to make you shiver so violently?" He opened his mouth again, to ask more questions, when realization dawned on his face. "Oh... Oh,"

"I'm sorry," I said quickly. My eyes found where my fingers were twisting the hems of my too-long sweater sleeves on my lap. The polish on my nails was a contrast to the white material.

Kota made a sound, it was thoughtful, but also curious and amused. "I don't understand why your apologizing, but if it's about having... sex," He cleared his throat, and when I glanced back at him, his cheeks were bright red- almost glowing. "I don't mind. But, Sang, do you-" He pressed up his glasses again.

I had the feeling Kota couldn't quite voice his question the way he wanted. He wasn't as- I wouldn't have said crude, but as frank as Silas was. I understood his inability to ask questions on such a matter. It was embarrassing and not something I thought you should advertise to just anyone. So, I resisted the urge to cringe and slap a hand over his mouth.

"Kota?"

"Do you feel the same about me?" He asked in a rush. For a moment, I was surprised at his outburst, but then my surprise turned to the question.

"Feel the same?" I asked. While I was half turned to him.

"I shouldn't ask," Kota said in a small voice. "But to make this thing work, like with Lilly and her team, you should have the same feelings for all of us. I'm not asking for you to try to see me that way if-if you don't, but-"

This time, I did slap a hand over his mouth. Not only was it to stop him from talking, but it was to give me a moment to think of what I really wanted to say. This was one of those times that I usually tried to tell one of the boys how I felt, but could never get my words just right; to tell them exactly how I felt.

"Kota," I said quietly, then stopped to fix my sentence but came back to his name again. "Kota, I love you." His mouth opened under my palm, but I held firm, looking at his wide eyes and flushed face. "I love you, but I love Nathan, and Dr. Sean, and Silas, and all of the others too. I've never loved anyone like I love you all. I want you to know that sometimes it is hard because I don't want any of you to start fighting or get jealous because of me. So, yes, most of the time I'm waiting for you boys to make the first move.

"Sometimes I don't think that you guys look at me the same way. But, I don't want to be only your friend. I want to be your... girlfriend." I couldn't stop the smile that tipped my lips. That sounded good, no, amazing. Kota's girlfriend. Luke's girlfriend. Victor's girlfriend. "You've make me more confident these past few months Kota. I wasn't comfortable with touch. When you touched my hand, brushed back my hair, or just my fingers when you took something from my hand I didn't know what to do. I wasn't used to having my opinion matter. I wasn't used to people looking at me, really at me.

"You guys changed that."

Kota gently grasped my wrist to pull my hand from his mouth. His hunter green eyes connected with my own, sparkling with emotions I wasn't familiar with. "Sang I know your not used to this kind of thing, and I have to say I'm happy that we- my brothers and I- are the ones that have introduced you to... normal things." He paused, his brow scrunching slightly as he chuckled. "Or, as normal as our group experiences."

I giggled too. I was happy to know he wasn't displeased with sharing me with the others. I couldn't have looked any of the boys in the eye if Kota- or any of them- were displeased with the plan. I couldn't imagine what I would do if he was.

I knew couldn't go back being just their friend. It would be too awkward, even more so now that I had made love with some of them. Then again, I doubted even if Kota didn't except, that Nathan or North would leave me. However insecure I was, I knew they loved me as much as I loved them.

Kota's hand took up mine, warming and light. I could smell his sweet spice. He tugged me towards him and his lips touched mine. It was a light kiss, as if he was testing my reaction and asking for permission.

It was like the almost kiss months ago just as we were now. His hand on the back of my seat, leaning over to bridge the small gap between us. His eyes locked on my lips. But, this time, there was no rule to keep him from making the first move. Nothing stopped him from pressing his lips to my own.

Very slowly, I kissed him back. It was a small move, just barely caressing his bottom lip, but it was all he needed. He pressed forward, taking my lips in a more powerful motion then before. It told me exactly how long he had wanted to do that very thing. I had been just as desperate.

Kota's hand slipped against my cheek, sleek fingers caressing down my jawbone and back up to the place just behind my ear. The touch made me shiver and Kota smiled against my lips when he felt the convulsions. "I'm happy Sang," He whispered to me. His breath tickled along the opposite side of my jaw as his fingers as he found his way to my neck.

It was an odd sensation having Kota nuzzle my pulse point, but I couldn't think much about it as his hands were doing much more then I had ever experienced before with him. They trailed down my neck and along my arms, only to drift back up and then down my side.

My own hands found their way into his hair, feeling the short, soft strands. My core sparked, loving the attention he was giving me.

Suddenly, I was on Kota's lap and the horn blared behind me as I pulled away from him. My legs settled on the very sides of the drivers seat, his hands holding onto my bare hips. My shirt had shifted in the jostle to get me onto his lap.

Kota's eyes were laughing as he pulled me down to kiss him again. As his lips brushed mine, I giggled, the surprise and hilarity of the situation getting to me. "I'm going to press the horn again on accident!"

Kota's chest rumbled under my hands as he chuckled. "Oh God, Sang, just shut up and kiss me."

I laughed again but did as he said.

We sat like that for minutes on end, Kota's lips on mine, one hand on my waist, the other on my thigh, tracing small designs into my skin. It was a wonder how even after all those months touching all the guys, that it still felt like the first time when one of them touched me.

I carded my fingers through his hair as we kissed.

"Mh," Kota pulled back, pecking at my cheek, slipping his nose over mine and down my jaw. He reached for his back pocket, shifting his hips up to grab what I suspected was his phone. Only, when his hips lifted, he pressed his groin into my tingling core.

The small touch made both of us freeze, moaning at the contact. Kota's jeans bulged from his erection, large and long, and though I couldn't see it, I had a feeling it was big.

"Shit, woh," Kota buried his face in my neck as he pressed his phone to his ear. "What?" He breathed.

I heard Nathan's voice on the other end. "_Where the hell are you?_"

Kota let out a groan from deep in his throat- almost a whisper but also deep and rough, the sound making me think of what noises he would make if he was inside me. Without thinking, I sunk down on Kota's lap, moaning breathlessly at the hot thoughts and the feel on him rubbing the place I wanted him most.

Kota groaned back, thrusting his hips up. "Kinda busy,"

"_Was that Sang?_" He asked, his voice was added to my fantasy and I felt myself throb for both Kota and Nathan. I continued to press my hips down onto Kota's to relieve the pressure. "_Are you guys fucking around? What the hell Kota!_"

Unable to take it anymore, I took the phone from the boy under me. My breath was coming out in short pants and I knew Nathan could hear the pleasure in my voice from the other side. "Nathan," I whined, my eyes fixing on the soulful green ones in front of me. The feel on his body pressing to mine in all the right places was over whelming. I moaned into the phone. "Oh, Nathan,"

"_Oh fuck,_" Nathan replied. His voice was raspy, and I imagined his aroused face as he pressed into my slick folds yesterday in the pool. "_Peanut, your late for school. Mr. Blackbourne's going to kill you guys-_"

I gasped, cutting Nathans next words in half as Kota grasped my hips and dragged me down hard onto his dick. He still had his pants on, but through the thin barrier on my panties, the rough material of his jeans sent pleasure coursing up my spine in a very pleasing way. "Holy Crow! Kota!"

Both boys groaned, one in each of my ears. Their voices, so close to my ears was surprisingly hot, and I suspected if Nathan was there in person, his hot breath on my skin, hands palming my breasts, I would have cum right then and there. Though, I knew Kota wouldn't have much trouble bringing me to the edge of pleasure either, seeing as his hands were slowly finding their way up to my breasts.

I heard the sound of quick breathing from Nathan, as if he was running, and then a slam. "_Shit Sang. That was such a turn on. I want to hear you moan again._"

"I have an idea," Kota said breathlessly. He took the phone back, pressing the speaker button and threw it on the passenger seat. "Find some place quiet, Nathan."

"_Already done,_" He grunted through the phone, a slight echo indicating he too had put his phone on speaker. There was a jingle, like metal on metal. "_I'm in Norths Jeep._"

Kota didn't stop the movement of his hips as he spoke. His hands pressed under my bra, drawing up the thin material and unsnapping the clasp. He pulled the shirt up, but not off, just behind my head so he could see my breasts. My bra was lose and he pushed it aside as he thumbed my nipples. I shivered at the sensation.

"Hell, Nathan, her breasts are so pink. So small, they fit so perfectly into my hand." His tongue shot out and licked the small peak, drawing it into his mouth and sucking, only to let go with a pop. He repeated the motion on my other breast. I couldn't stop moaning. "And that sound she makes, can you hear it?"

"_Yes. Isn't it perfect? Breathy and light..._" He sighed. "_Sang.. Do me a favor and touch him. Take off his shirt._"

Oh. Yeah. Kota was still fully clothed. My hands trailed down his chest and I pressed open the blazer of his fake uniform. Without pulling away from my breasts, Kota shed it and started unbuttoning his shirt. Soon that too was gone and I pressed my fingers into his bare skin. Searching, dipping into all the valleys of his hard stomach, loving the warm flesh with small, soft caresses and punishing it by running my nails in angry trails that would only last a few hours.

I leaned in and whispered quietly in Kota's ear, nipping at the lobe. "Perfect."

"Damn, Nathan," Kota said, pulling his head away from my chest and watching my face as he slowly- oh-so-fudgingly-slowly - trailed his light fingers up my bare thigh. I tried to open my legs further, but with the door and the middle council down, I could only get so far. Kota fixed that, though, and I sank down on his bulge. We both moaned, crashing our lips together in a fierce kiss.

"_How wet is she?_" Nathan asked on the other end. "_She was so hot and ready for me yesterday. It's such a shame I didn't get to touch- no lick- every inch of her body._"

Kota's hand suddenly relocated to my hip, and I whined at the loss. But then he chuckled, lifting me and throwing me sideways. I squeaked at the suddenness.

Kota found the place between my legs, pushing the phone so it sat beside my head. "Then, why don't I do it for you?" His tongue darted out and swiped along my earlobe. It was such an odd sensation, I made a sound and jerked my head away.

"_Sounded like she just loved that, genius._" Nathan said dryly.

Kota's eyes rolled. He shifted down my body, trailing from my neck down to my breasts. He sucked once on each numb before continuing his lines down to my belly button. I sucked in heavy breaths as my eyes drifted close. I could feel the hot pad of his tongue sliding over the expanse of my torso.

Some of the time he just used the tip, singling out some small patch of skin a lavishing it with a fierce attention. Other times, he would use the whole of his tongue and make broad swipes to another place.

When he reached the waist of my skirt, he gripped my hips once. I gave him permission by slipping my fingers into his hair and pushing him towards the place that wept with need for him. I could only see the slightest tip of his lips from under him, but I knew Kota was happy.

I was so filled with love- want and need- that I couldn't express just how much I was to him. But I hoped to every God that he knew just how much I did.

My skirt and panties disappear somewhere into the back seat, and Kota's fingers found the moist lips of my most delicate place. It was the lightest touch, a loving touch, but it made me moan. Another hot wave cut through my body, settling deep in the pit of my stomach.

"Jesus, Nathan," Kota breathed deeply, I could feel his chest expand between my knees and felt the warmth of his breath as he huffed out against my thigh. "She's so wet, so ready for me. She's soft and a beautiful pink."

Nathan groaned in my ear. So close and yet so far away. I wished I could touch him. I'd run my hands over his wide shoulders, burying one hand in his hair and the other in Kota's. I'd do as Kota did and lick every inch of Nathan that I could get my tongue on.

Kota's finger slipped inside. Like yesterday, that ache in my stomach squeezed, loving the feeling of being filled- though I knew something was also missing, like just a finger wasn't enough for me. But when he moved, drawing out and slipping in another digit, I moaned, the pleasure taking over. Every small move was bringing me more and more heaven, and when his tongue found my clit, I thought I had died it was so wonderful.

He moaned as I did, the vibrations pushing heat and tingles up and down my arms, tipping me off the ledge I hadn't realized I had been near. I think I screamed, or squeaked as loudly as my voice would let me, and thread my fingers further into Kota's hair, pulling on the soft strands as I pushed off the seat to get more of his mouth on me.

White splotched my vision as I found a small dark spot on the roof of Kota's car, most likely from the previous owners. My body went limp, and I listened to the drone of Nathan's voice next to my ear and Kota's loving hands smoothing over my stomach and thighs.

"_I love you Sang._" Nathan was saying. "_I wish I was inside you right now. I would take you so hard, make you come on my cock, make you whither under me and after I gave you what you wanted, I'd make you beg for it again,_"

And then Kota pulled my hips up off the seat to rest on the whole his pelvis- it was similar to some of the positions I found myself in that first night with Owen, but different in all the right ways. One of my legs draped over into the back seat, the other one under the steering wheel. Kota's large hands pressed into my sides, and he slid his erection into my tight heat.

I hadn't lost the feeling of my first orgasm and Kota was already halfway to bringing me to another.

I was right. Kota was large.

So big and long.

Rock hard and soft all at once.

Hitting all the right places, even though he hadn't moved an inch- or all seven- since barring himself to the root inside me.

I think I screamed again.

"_Fuck her Kota._"

And dear Jesus he did.

Kota started off slow, rutting inside me, just the slightest movements as I adjusted to him. The power behind the small press still slid me slightly across the seat, and I pressed a hand against the door above my head so I didn't dislocate my neck against the door while the other found Kota's bicep. My legs felt numb and unusable.

Then Kota pulled out. Just a small bit. Even with half of his cock filling me, I still felt so full. And when he pressed back in, I lost my voice on the end of my yell, listening as he moaned.

"_I said, fuck her Kota. Not baby the minx_."

Kota huffed, furthering his rhythm en till I could barely breath against the pleasure.

I drank in the image of Dakota Lee bent over me, his bangs hanging into his beautiful green eyes, sweat starting to bead down on his neck and chest. His mouth slightly agape in ecstasy. I wanted to kiss him.

I reached up for him, my fingers finding his cheek. I moaned, a breathy sound at both the thrust of his dick and the lusty smile he gave me when I gripped at the side of his face- my fingers finding that spot behind his ear.

"Kota," I whispered. "Nathan..."

"_That's right baby. Call my name as Kota fucks you. You like that, don't you? Kota's dick spreading you wide and my voice in your ear._" Nathan groaned and I suspected he was stroking himself by the soft wet sound that came after his words. "_Tell me you like it. Tell Kota how much you like his dick._" I throbbed at his words.

I kept my eyes on Kota's as I said; "I love it."

"_Tell me exactly what you love, Sang_." He said firmly.

"I love Kota's..." I moaned, biting my lip against the dirty words. I couldn't help it, I'd never said anything so... dirty and sexy out loud before. I hadn't even realized being talked dirty to would turn me on as much as it did. Kota thrust in, hitting something inside of me that had my body arching up towards him. "I love your cock!"

"_That's it!_"

Kota, though by far the quietest out of all of the boys I had had sex with yet, made a low sound and bent forward to take one of my nipples in his mouth as he picked up the pace of his hips. I used the head rest of the drivers seat as leverage to meet each and every one of Kota's thrusts.

My body went numb with the heat Kota was making me feel. I gave silent moans of encouragement.

"Shit," Kota breathed above me, letting go of my nipple with a wet pop. "Your so tight- I'm going to cum."

"_That's right,_" Nathan laughed. The rustle of clothing and the slick of Nathan's hand stroking over his erection filed through the phone louder, filling my ears and turning me on so much more then I had been before. "_Cum for us Sang. Cum on Kota's cock._"

Kota's thumb found my clit and he pressed. Fire licked through my limbs, and with just a few more thrusts I felt myself come loose on his dick. Kota groaned, his hand reaching out desperately for my hand that gripped the door and held on as I caressed him with my inner walls. He pressed as far as he could into me and came. In the fury of passion and white hot heat, I felt Kota pulse, a warmth filling me deep inside.

"_Fuck, I'm coming!_" Nathan groaned in my ear, and just like yesterday I could see him coming as though he was right in front of me.

I gazed up at Kota's arched figure, loving the look on his face. If I could, I would have came again from just the look on his face.

As the heat of my orgasm left me, I was left feeling clammy and shivering- though fully satisfied.

"I love you so much Sang, I really shouldn't feel like this." Kota laughed above me, pulling out of me so he could rest his head in the crook of my shoulder.

"_Shut up you moron._" Nathan huffed. "_We're all in too deep. Like hell any of us would want to get out now anyway._"

I laughed too. My eyes slipped shut as I breathed in Kota's sweet spice- wondering faintly as I drifted off if that earthy smell was actually Nathans leather and cypress I was smelling, or if it was just my imagination.

Kota woke me what felt like only moments later, but from the way the sun shone through the car windows I could tell it was almost noon. He smiled down at me as he buttoned his dress shirt back into place. My head sat on his thigh and my bare legs curled in the drivers seat.

"You should get dressed." He whispered. There was a slight blush too his cheeks, but it wasn't in embarrassment, it most likely had the same origination as the glint in his eyes. "Mr. Blackbourne called and said if I didn't get you back before his class, he'd rip my spine out through my mouth."

I couldn't help but giggle. Though, the noise was almost completely silent against the hoarseness of my throat. "He wouldn't say something like that."

"Your right." Kota's head bobbed once, looking completely serious now. "Those were Norths words when he found Nathan in the front seat of his Jeep trying to clean up after himself. Mr. Blackbourne was more subtle."

I curled against his tight stomach, shaking in laughter. "Oh cakes!" I wheezed and peeked up at him. "Did North really find-"

"Yes, just after you fell asleep." Kota grinned. "It's sad I didn't record it."

"I think your turning into Luke!" Kota laughed as I sat up, noticing that my bra had been hooked behind my back again. I felt my face flush and I quickly pulled my shirt back the right way, smoothing down the wrinkles from being behind my head for so long.

I searched the floor for my skirt and panties. "Kota..." I said slowly, remembering that he had thrown them in the back.

"I got it," His voice had a failed edge, like he was trying not to laugh again. The door opened and Kota got out, going around to the drives side to grab my clothes before slipping back into the front seat- this time behind the wheel. "Here you go."

I thanked him. It was a slight struggle to get my things on while sitting sideways, but I managed without kicking Kota more then twice. As he started the car, I un-clipped my messy and tangled hair. With only my fingers to brush out the snaggles was painful, but when I got my hair up again I caught Kota smiling at me.

His eyes strayed to me every few moments, when he thought he could look away from the road. "Your cute after sex."

Taken by surprise, I sputtered. "W-hat?"

Kota laughed again. It seemed he couldn't keep the smile off his face.

I quite liked the care free and happy Kota after making love.

"Your cute." He said again. "As in adorable, pretty, beautiful, captivating. Would you like me to list more synonyms?"

I knew he could, but I was too embarrassed to test his knowledge. I waved a hand in the air, trying to hide my face from him with the other. "No... no, that's enough synonyms."

He smirked in victory. He took one hand off the wheel and took up mine, squeezing. He didn't say anything as we get into Goose Creek, but as we pulled into the school parking lot, I spotted North's Jeep, and standing beside it, a very slumped Nathan, an angry North, and amused Gabriel and Luke.

Kota pulled in next to them and I had just clicked my seat belt off when Gabriel flung my door open and dragged me out. He pulled me into his arms, and I breathed in something sweet and sour, like roses and oranges. "Hey Trouble."

My cheek found the crook of his neck and I smiled. "Hello Meanie."

"I heard you got Nathan into trouble, Trouble."

I giggled, feeling guilty but happy no one was yelling for being late to school- or knowing Nathan had been having phone sex while Kota and I had... actual sex. "I really didn't mean to."

"I wouldn't have given a crap," North rumbled from behind me. Gabriel moved and I was deposited into Norths tight embrace. "But you don't do that shit in another mans car, Baby. It's just gross."

"Oh, no," Luke laughed, his voice teasing. "You wouldn't have minded if it was your stuff all over the steering wheel, but since it's Nathans-"

North spun, facing Luke with a hard glare. "I have to touch that wheel. I don't want Nathan spunk all over it."

"Hey now." Kota's voice rang out. He looked the same as in the car- smiling and carefree- but his voice held the authoritative power it usually did. "For one, don't talk like that with Sang here. She's a lady, respect that. And two; you can just sanitize it and be done, but if you really can't get over it, Nathan will buy you a new steering wheel."

"What?" Nathan's head spun to look disbelievingly at Kota. I was distracted for a moment as Luke slid his hand into my own, squeezing and giving me a large smile. But the conversation in front of me drew back my attention. "It was as much my fought as it was yours."

Kota gave him a look. "You came on it, you pay for it."

Luke snorted so hard he started coughing. "Oh baby Jesus, I'm writing that one down!" Even North cracked a small smile at Kota's words.

For a moment, we all stood- or well, the boys stood, North still held me in his arms- in the school parking lot.

Surprisingly it was Luke whom broke the silence. "We should get back. Lunch is about to end."

"Luke's right." Kota said. He motioned for the school, inviting us to go ahead of him. He reached into the back seat to grab our bags. He handed my violin to Gabriel and we all started our walk to our usual place in the quart yard.

I was surprised by the lack of tension. While I knew the other boys knew I was having sex with the others, it occurred to me that normal men would be furious if their girlfriends had slept with anyone else. Something deep inside me said none of my relationship with the boys was normal.

Though, I quickly forgot about that line of thought as I came to 'girlfriend' again. "Hey," I said quietly, leaning my chin on Norths shoulder as I looked back at the other guys. His hands readjusted under my butt and I flexed my toes towards the ground in expectation of being set down, but he didn't lower me. My hands found his shoulders. "Am I all of you guys' girlfriend?"

Luke gave me an odd look, like he didn't understand the question. But Nathan and Kota started chuckling.

"Yes you are Angele." Silas's deep rubble came from behind me just before he whisked me out of North's grasp. "Your my sweet girlfriend. My Angele Mou. My beautiful Night Flower."

I blushed bright red at his words. My arms slid around his neck. "Hello Silas." My words were all but whispered against his broad chest.

He let out a rumbling chuckle that vibrated my chest, and I smiled at the feeling of his arms around me. His nose found the crook of my neck, a part of his unshaven face roughed against my chin and scratched against the delicate skin there. But as always, Silas's hugs were the best.

Silas turned and plopped himself hard onto one of the cement benches we had claimed as ours with me still in his arms. Victor quickly pulled my hand onto his lap, rubbing over the skin between my thumb and pointer. "Hi Victor."

Victors high cheekbones pinkened a bit, but he smiled back. "Hello Princess."

"Oi," Gabriel dropped my violin gently at his feet then dropped hard to the ground. "Stop hogging her. I want some Sang too."

Silas leaned his head on my shoulder. "We're at school. I'm her boyfriend here, and we don't need any more rumors spreading. So, I win."

Luke huffed out a laugh from the other bench. "So not fair is more like it."

"I know how you feel," Nathan grumbled.

"You don't get to talk." Silas said. "You've had her almost every night since she moved in with her."

Nathan opened his mouth to protest, but another stern look from Kota silenced him. He turned his eyes to me, and almost instantaneously they sparked with that light from back in the car, sharing a secret with me I didn't quiet think I understood. "I think you should talk to Mr. Blackbourne about splitting your time up a little better. Spend a few days at someone else house or maybe switch every other night."

I thought about Kota's words for a moment. Then I remembered Mr. Blackbourne.

'_I'll see you in Music Room B, Sang, about the incident at Mr. Griffin's today during our usual time_.'

I let out a groan, throwing my head back against Silas's shoulder.

"I don't want you to think we're just passing you around Sang," Kota said. He bent in front of me and I quickly directed my attention to him. His brows were frowned, a worried look crossing his face. I hated to see him like that. "But I think it would be-"

"No," I said quietly. I gave him my warmest smile. "I was just thinking about what happened yesterday-"

"That was certainly a very different reaction to the one you had this morning."

I flushed red but couldn't stop the up turn of my lips. "Mr. Blackbourne wants to see me in his office about the pool incident."

"Pool incident?" Victor asked, just as Nathan started cracking up. He doubled over on the bench, holding his knees and going silent after a moment for laughing too hard.

"She-She pulled Mr. Blackbourne into the pool yesterday!" He wheezed. "God, it was awesome! She asked him for his help out, and then she just-" His words broke off as he went into another fit of silent giggles. It through Luke and Gabriel first, and then Nathan doubled over, trying to explain once more but lost it halfway through again, and at drew everyone else into their own fits.

My phone vibrated in it's confines of my bra. I reached in and opened the text. Under me, Silas shifted for his own phone.

**Mr. Blackbourne:** _Mr. Griffin is required forty-eight hours of CPR training starting today after school. Anyone else caught speaking about the pool incident will join him._

I glanced up at Nathan, finding him and everyone else staring down at their phones. Nathan was making a face, one part horror the other part humor. "Well crap."

"How does he know?" Luke whispered in a dramatic voice, looking around as though he was expecting Mr. Blackbourne to pop out of a trash can and shoot us all with curare darts.

"Doesn't he use the speakers in the phones?" I asked quietly, pressing my lip to my teeth. Nathan gave me a look and I quickly let it go.

My phone vibrated in my hand, making me jump. It was another text from Mr. Blackbourne.

**Mr. Blackbourne:** _I'm sorry to inform you Miss Sorenson, but I just so happen to be a ninja. I do not need the phone recorders._

"Holy shit," Silas said loudly behind me. "I think Mr. Blackbourne just made a joke."

After lunch Nathan walked me to Music Room B. Just inside the door way, he leaned into to whisper in my ear. "You were amazing this morning with Kota, Peanut. Lets do it again soon."

I was left blushing bright red and floating outside the door. But, not a moment later, the warning bell rang and I was reminded of why I was standing there. Mr. Blackbourne was going to be so mad at me...

I hesitated with my hand on the golden handle. He was going so going to kill me. I just knew it.

Without another thought, I pushed open the door and entered.

I squeaked, trying to rush away from the sudden movement, but Mr. Blackbourne was much fast. He threw the door shut behind me, clicking the lock into place, and gripped me tight around the midsection.

He picked me up high enough for my toes to just barely touch the ground. He moved both of us further into the room, dropping me- though very gently- in the middle of the room.

Mr. Blackbourne rounded me. He moved fast but never lost that static perfectness he always had. In front of the piano, he stopped, spinning on his heal and drawing something off the sleek black top.

He held up the black and white material with one hand, the other held out an frilly apron. "You will change into this as soon as you get back from Silas's tomorrow night."

Was that... Mr. Blackbourne wanted me to wear a maid costume...

Shih tzu on a stick, I wish he would have just yelled. It would have been much better.

**Okay, I just have to mention a few things before I sign off and pave the way for the next installment of Sang Leans To Be Shared:**

**1.) I find long sleeve shirts that hide girls hands are one of the cutest things ever. Even though I'm Bi, I find only girls to be able to pull off the 'too-long sleeve' look, even though I find men's large hands sexy too. And Sang being one of those cute, small girls whom can pull off the too-long sleeves with a grace, I had to in corporate it.**

**2.) This chapter was by far the hardest to write. While spending every spare moment on Kota's chapter, I was working for a friend of my boss in Tokyo, named Masaki Tatsuhawa. I love this guy, he's awesome and while his English needs LOTS of work and he technically is my boss, he encourages me to write and do whatever I want even when I'm on the clock. But, sadly, I was not able to bed Lady Muse while writing this story.**

**In fact, I had even tried to re-read the series to get my head back on track. Let's just say, it didn't work too well. Anyway, I apologize for the wait!**

**3.) Once again, I am so sorry about the False-Chapter-Five. My plane ride to LAX is one of the most cringe-worthy one I have experienced yet. And that includes the one where I ended up in Russia instead of the Czech Republic (Do not ask me how!).**

**For those of you who don't know what I do, officially my title is 'Tech Specialist', but I'm actually just a glorified digital cataloger for my grandmothers action company who fixes computers on the side.**

**4.) If anyone want's to know how in the world I finished this chapter, well... It's all thanks to iHeart and a wonderful playlist that I completely tuned out as I was fueled on 23 hours of not sleeping and six pot's of coffee. Thank you Cool Kids Radio.**

**Anyway, I hope you all in joyed! Watch out for the continuation of chapter FIVE 5.5 A second Mr. Blackbourne chapter. (Maybe.)**


End file.
